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Someone on the train has an appetite 

for murder! 

Kaden ‘Buddy’ Reznor is gorgeous, hung like 
an elephant, built like a brick shithouse, and 
the host of the world’s top-rating television 
cooking program, The Six-Pack Chef. So why 
is Someone trying to kill him? 
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First Course: 
In the Soup 





They say food is the way to a man’s heart, 


but what if you’re aiming lower? 


Say, at his ass! 


~ The Six-Pack Chef 


First Course: 

In the Soup 

One of the best views in London was spread out 
before me. | was close to the top in one of the 
observation bubbles on the London Eye, that 
enormous wheel that overlooks the Thames near 
the Houses of Parliament and the phallic Big Ben, 
but | wasn’t looking at them. Nope, the best view 
in London at that precise moment was the arse 
that 

was 

spread 

invitingly 


before 


me. 
Coincidentally, it also belonged to a Ben. 

We were alone in a cabin meant for twenty-five, 
even | baulked at twenty-four delicious arseholes 
spread before me, having bribed the attendant 
with a number of large denomination Sterling 
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notes, a surreptitious grope, and a business card 
with my private phone number: sometimes it pays 
to be famous. Now, when I should have been 
admiring Ye Olde World charms of the English 
capital | was, in fact, admiring the new world 
charms of the English rump. And I was about to 
embed my cock in said beauty, to the delight of 
the few glass cabins around us that could see 
everything we were doing. There was absolutely 
no privacy, but | cared little for that. Ben, though, 
seemed much less eager to have his arse banged 
than | was to shag it. 


And that, dear reader, is where this adventure 


began. The how and why are a different matter. 
For that | have to back up a little - not my usual 
style. 

Maybe if | start this tale the way I was taught 

by the austere Mrs. Patterson at my state high 
school in Sydney, Australia. I’m not a writer, you 
see. It’s not my forte, but we'll get to that. So, at 
the top of the page | write my name. Kaden ‘Buddy’ 
Reznor. | used to hate that name at school 
because it made me stand out. Joke, right? Now 

| do everything in my limited box of tricks to stand 
out. Some people would call that ironic but | guess 
those sort of folk aren’t likely to be reading this. 
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See, my ‘minders’ told me to act all sort of folksy 
for the market this book is aimed at. 

That’s all bullshit. My real name is Buddy. Bit 
common, right? But that’s why my program on 


YouTube was called The Taste Buddy. You ever 


watch it? Good, right? Until some rather more, 
Shall we say, private home videos began to appear 
as well, dropping the definite article - the “The” 
for those of the more grammatically challenged 
amongst you - under the title Taste Buddy. Some 
trashy folk whom I'd invited back to my apartment 
to share a few moments of intimate pleasure 
thought they could jump on the celebrity 
bandwagon by making a video of themselves 
actually tasting me in the flesh, thought it would 
enhance their desirability while tarnishing mine. 

In actual fact, it had the reverse effect: my 
popularity increased in direct proportion to my 
cock size. 

Okay, l'Il admit most of it was my fault. But, 
gimme a break, what do you expect, I’m gorgeous. 
Have you seen me? Right. Why be modest? That 
only comes across as crap. I’m an alpha male with 
aloha male appetites. Gotta spread my seed 


around. Distribute the wealth, so to speak. And 


there’s an awful lot of guys out there want to sub 
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for me. Yep, I’m gay. Right at the very end of the 
Richter Scale of gayness. I’m not saying ‘no’ if the 
right woman came along, but there’s so many 
fuckin’ men to get through before that will ever 
happen. 

Sometimes if I’m feeling lazy or tired l'Il sub, 

but it’s gotta be the right man. Big, big, big. Then 
| can be a nelly queen like the best of ’em. No 
offence meant. The term is not derogatory in my 
book. | think bottom guys are the salt of the earth. 
| just ain’t one of them. But | admire them greatly. 
The way they suck cock, the way they spread their 
cute pink hole for the ramrod invader who is only 
intent on stretching their limits. 

That’s what | was doing in the lead up to this 
adventure. Stretching Ben’s limits, as well as his 


hole. He saw himself as strictly top, | saw him as 


mainly bottom. And that’s what we were 
negotiating at that moment. 

Okay, I’m skipping around all over the place. 

l'Il try to keep it simple. How did we meet? I’d first 
noticed him, | always notice cute fuckers, with his 
girl mates, in the line for my book signing at one 
of the classier book stores on Charing Cross Road. 
He was bored off his twig, arguing loudly about 
how he had better things to do than stand in line 
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waiting for some poofter to scribble his name in 
the front of an overpriced picture book. He was 
mutton dressed as emo. He wore the usual 
clobber, and his hair was combed down over his 
forehead, but he was just a smidgin too old to 
carry it off. To the average passer-by he was 
everything he purported to be, but not to the 
trained eye - mine. 


The people around him thought he was a 


gobshite, but he kept it up until his group reached 
the head of the queue where he glared at me as if 
| were some alien life form. | signed his two mates’ 
books, | was popular with young women, before | 
turned to him and asked, “So, what can | do for 
you?” 

“Nothing, why?” 

“Well, your fly’s undone,” I said. “I thought that 
was either an invitation or perhaps that you 
wanted me to autograph your dick, provided it’s 
big enough for more than just my initials.” 

He went crimson as those within earshot, | 

made sure that was most of the line, laughed at 
his discomfort. Yeah, | know, it was a cheap shot. 
His hand went to the front of his jeans where he 
discovered it wasn’t undone at all. “Bastard!” he 
spat at me as he left, arm draped casually around 
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one of his female companions, both of whom were 


laughing fit to piss themselves. 

| thought. /f he’s straight, l'Il eat my own shit. 

It was another half hour before | finished 
smooching the public. It’s an exhausting business, 
but necessary if you want to stay on top - my 
favourite position, as you would have gathered by 
now. After a quick tipple with the manager of the 
store and some of his staff, ensuring | thanked 
each member personally, especially as there were 
a few members | would have been happy to get up 
close and personal with, | dashed out to the busy 
thoroughfare to catch a taxi to my next 
appointment. 

Who should be standing on the opposite 

footpath watching the front entrance to the store 
with a studied nonchalance but the cute guy I'd 
tormented. He looked away quickly, but too late, 

| was already striding across the street dodging 
between the traffic, toward him. His girlfriends 


were nowhere to be seen so | assumed he was 


waiting for me, although trying desperately not to 
look like it, and failing abjectly. | grabbed his arm, 
wrestling him toward the gutter as | hailed an 
empty cab, opened the door and pushed him 
inside. | was running late so | just neglected the 
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tedious, time-wasting business of seduction, and 
went straight for the kill. 

| gave the driver the destination, and then 

stuck my tongue down the young man’s throat 
before he could argue. All the fight went out of him 
and he opened his mouth wider. 

“Gentlemen,” the taxi driver said. “I don’t mind 
what sort of behaviour you get up to back there 
but it’s more than my licence is worth if you don’t 
do it with your seatbelts fastened.” He winked in 
the rear vision mirror and, suitably humbled, we 
both kept our passion in check for the remainder 


of the short journey during which he didn’t reveal 


much personal information other than that his 
name was Ben. Oh, and that he didn’t take it up 
the arse. We'd see about that. 

| told him | was due at the South Bank twenty 
minutes ago for a meeting with some important 
people to check out the feasibility of special 
occasion catering to gastro tourists on the London 
Eye. 

He was duly unimpressed, more interested in 
Cupping his rough working class hands over my 
cock for the duration of the ride. | added “rough 
working class hands” because my agent, bless her 
cotton socks, told me my story needs colour, 
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nuance. His hands were neither calloused, 
chipped, nor working class. They were, in fact, 
expertly manicured, cuticularly impeccable, the 
sort of nails belonging to someone who had the 


time and the money to spend on them. Young Ben 


became more intriguing by the minute. But then, 

| suppose, there is no reason why Goth or emo 
boys shouldn’t have tidy fingernails, and upon 
looking at him more closely, | concluded that his 
shaggy hair had been immaculately coiffed to give 
the appearance of nonchalant dishevelment. 

| asked him casually about his background, 

just enough to seem sociable, not enough so that 
it seemed like an interrogation. There was no 
doubt about it, Ben was a fake. He was lying about 
who he was. Maybe he was lying about being a top 
as well. My mind does little sideways shifts like 
that; it makes life immeasurably more interesting. 
Okay, there was no reason why he couldn’t be a 
rich boy playacting at emo. There is nothing in the 
manual to preclude the wealthy from emodom. 
Was he a journalist? What did he hope to gain 
from an interlude with me? That’s all it was ever 
destined to be. A quick fumble, a slightly longer 


fuck, at his arse’s expense, and then | ride off into 


the sunset. The most he could get from that is an 
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inside story on my cock size and intercourse 
technique. Nah, he couldn’t be a journalist, he had 
a total lack of inquisitiveness about him. As if he 
were one step ahead of me. 

And it wasn’t likely | would discuss business 

with him. Did gastro-tourism on the London Eye 
warrant sending out an undercover journo to get 

a scoop. | didn’t think so. 

No matter. By the time the various 

computations had synapsed through my mind we 
were at my destination, if not his. A quick 
handshake with the VIPs gathered to drink 
champagne and have their photographs taken 
avec moi, the horrifying prospect of tedious 
speechifying and I’d had enough. | told Ben to grab 
two flutes plus a bottle of Moët and dragged him 


toward the embarkation point, ahead of the 


general rabble, all the while smiling and greeting 
them nicely to placate my fan base and stop them 
squabbling about our pushing in. | allowed a 
certain amount of clutching and backslapping, 
but | didn’t want to be slowed down too much 
because, by now, the VIPs were in hot pursuit. 
Finally, at the front of the line, | called back 

that | would be happy to sign autographs, breasts 
and butt cheeks, to the delighted squeal of the 
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crowd, after a full rotation of the wheel if anyone 
wanted to hang around. As they clapped, | pushed 
Ben into the bubble, paid off the attendant, and 
we were off to the thunderous glare of the mayor 
and his cohorts. 

That’s how we came to be aboard one of the 
Spacious egg-shaped pods of the giant Millennium 
Wheel, me pounding Ben’s arse, attempting to 


calculate how long | had before we came within 


sight of the crowds below. | wanted to ensure we’d 
both had an opportunity to blow our loads at least 
once, if not more, before that happened. If it took 
thirty minutes for a complete revolution there was 
still time yet. 

Ben was particularly unvocal as | laid him on 

his back over the wooden bench in the centre of the 
structure and pushed his legs over his head. He had 
a silly grin on his face and | sought to wipe it off 
with a vigorous fuck, but the harder | entered him 
the wider the smile, and still he remained resolutely 
silent as if he were merely putting up with an 
inconvenience, although his sphincter betrayed him 
by gripping my shaft each time | sank it in as far as 
my balls. Perhaps his fixed smile was a grimace. 
Not wanting to miss the view totally | lifted 

him, pushing him gently against the metal rail 
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inside the cocoon so we could both look out on 


the magnificent flat grey city that is London, the 
Houses of Parliament in all their baroque majesty, 
the muddy Thames, the tree-lined North Bank on 
the opposite side of the river, and way off into the 
distance the various boroughs that make up this 
great metropolis. 

| had already lodged my spunk in the back of 

his throat and | was now attempting to seed his 
arse. | was buried to my balls inside him. He 
wriggled a little as | battered his anal entrance, in 
pain | suspect, as our only lubrication had been 

a copious amount of spit that | lathered at his 
puckered hole as | licked that delectable English 
arse a little earlier. He was thrusting back against 
me now in a show of enthusiasm that seemed 
more perfunctory than real. He was doing all the 
right things, squeezing his sphincter around my 
shaft as | plunged in and then slid slowly out 
again. His technique was everything | could ask 


but he was a cold fish. 


It could have been the situation, the lack of 
privacy, the champagne which we had quaffed, 
any 

number 

of 

things 

that 

made 

him 

uncomfortable, whereas | only gave thought to the 
moment, to our total abandonment to pleasure. 
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So, when my mobile phone interrupted our 
coupling | was anything but pleased. It was not 
the one | used for more intimate appointments, 
this was my work phone and when it rang it 
demanded to be answered. 

Without extracting my cock from Ben’s arse, | 


reached down to my trousers, bunched around my 


knees, extricating it from the pocket. It was 
Delphine calling. | did not cease in my thrusts into 
Ben’s arse as | answered. | put it on speaker, laying 
the mobile on Ben’s back so | could concentrate 

on speaking and fucking at the same time. 

“What’s up, Delphine?” 

“From the panting that’s going on, I'd say it’s 

you. Where are you? And why aren’t you with the 
mayor at the London Eye?” 

“In order. Yes. The Millennium Wheel. He’s in 

the next capsule.” 

“Precisely why is the mayor in the next cabin, 
Buddy?” 

“Because I’m up to my balls in a delightful 

young man, who is putting up with being fucked 
rather than really enjoying it. Which means he is 
not what he purports to be.” 

“Oh, dear lord. Please tell me his name is not 

Ben.” 
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| leaned forward, picked up the phone and 

handed it to Ben. 

“You tell her,” | said and pounded his butt 

extra hard. 

Ben sighed. “Hello, Delphine.” 

Nutritionists always insist you should start the 

day with a good breakfast. | couldn’t agree more. A 
sterling silver bowl of succulent frawli, a dob of 
Dartmoor clotted cream, and a glass of the finest 
Pernod-Ricard Perrier-Jouet. What? You thought 

by a good breakfast | meant those emaciated cereal 
flakes stuffed so full of sugar they defy you not to 
get diabetes? | don’t mind talking down to my 
readers when it comes to some things, but breakfast 
ain’t one of them. So the above breakfast is my 
dream repast, but the farthest down the culinary 
ladder l'Il descend is to strawberries bought by the 
punnet in the local supermarket, some thick 


Devonshire cream, and a glass of Dom Perignon. 


Flavoured flakes that taste like the cardboard 
packaging they’re sold in are not something with 
which you'll find me insulting my taste buds. 
When I’m in London, | try as often as possible 

to breakfast at St. Pancras Grand which includes 
a famed Champagne Bar for a right expensive old 
piss up. Okay, quality champagne and piss up 
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seem incongruous at the very least but show me 
the manual which says quality and bacchanalia 
can’t or don’t go together. Pretentious claptrap to 
keep the lower classes in their place. Of course, 
the lower classes - | was born working class - can’t 
afford the prices on the menu I’m perusing for an 
intimate seductive téte-a-téte. | can afford it, but 
then I’m not paying. Ben is. 

Delphine was all sympathy as she sipped the 
Gosset Grande Réserve NV. “You know he'll order 


the most expensive items on the menu?” 


| quickly pointed out the champagne was the 
second most expensive on the list, although the 
smoked salmon would not be. | had an image to 
uphold. | was also keen to dispel any notion that 
my services would be cheap. | smiled to myself as 
| remembered the servicing I’d given Ben the 
previous day. 

“So, let me get this clear,” | said interrupting 
Delphine negotiating my life away as per usual. 
They both looked at me as if my presence was 

an unwanted intrusion, and so it would have been 
on most such occasions, but Ben intrigued me. 
“You're straight. That little act at the bookshop 
was to attract my attention? You’ve never been 
fucked in the arse before yesterday?” People at 
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adjoining tables began to pay a great deal more 
attention to our table conversation, a few 


surreptitiously priming their mobile phone 


cameras to take video footage. 

Delphine knew better than to shoosh me and, 
even in his mortification, Ben needed me enough 
to put up with my crass behaviour. 

| pretended to be mulling over the activities of 
the previous day. “So, obviously, you didn’t enjoy 
it.” | went on before he could say anything. “Even 
though you had a hard on throughout the right 
royal buggery and you blew your load without me 
even touching your prick. And a most remarkable 
prick it is; if | may be permitted to make an 
observation. A prick that you, in your naiveté, 
thought you might stick up my arse in an effort 
to win me over. Well, Ben, I think I’d give your 
research assistant a swift bollocking for not doing 
his or her homework better. It takes a better man 
than you to sink his cock in my shitter.” 

| was being deliberately crude because | was 
annoyed. Bloody annoyed. And because | did want 


him to stick his beautiful throbbing uncircumcised 


knob at my anal doorway and thrust it through 
like a battering ram. No courtship, not so much 
as a ‘May I?’ 
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“How did you explain it to your girlfriend?” 
“Fiancée,” Delphine reminded me. 

“She’s very understanding,” he said, a superior 
smile on his face. 

Smug bastard, | thought. “So, what does that 
mean? She uses a strap-on to bugger the arse off 
you? Or you didn’t tell her.” 

Touché, that wiped the grin off his face. 

| guess I’m coming across as creepy here. Not 
my intention, | just don’t like being manipulated. 
Unless, of course, | want to be. So let me explain 
what’s going on. 

Delphine was pushing me to hop on a train for 
just shy of two weeks to improve my profile. To 


improve my ratings. To improve my bank balance. 


To become more family friendly. That’s not my 
style. It’s not who I am. 

“It will help with your image,” she said. 

“| don’t need help with my image. It can look 

after itself.” 

“Hmmm.” | never liked it when she resorted to 

that sound. “Not what our research shows.” 

| wasn’t having that. “You can skewer research 

so that it shows you exactly what you want to hear.” 
| didn’t have a lot of time for image makers and 
demographic research. After all, it was them who 
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were responsible for my partial makeover, and my 
new name, because they believed | needed 
something classier than Buddy. They came up with 
Kaden. Don’t get me wrong, | hated it. For real. But 
you can sort my mates new from old. The newbies 
call me Kade and the ones | went to school with call 


me Bud or Buddy. | only changed my opinion after 


one of the cutest twinks around the consultants’ 
table told me it was Arabic for ‘companion’ and 
didn’t | want to be every hot guy’s companion. Yeah, 
he really said that, and | got the double meaning, 
and became very companionable in the men’s 
dunny after the meeting. | found out later, long 
after Delphine had the letterheads and the cards 
printed that there is a strong belief the name comes 
from the Old German meaning ‘swamp’. 

“Still appropriate,” Delphine crowed. “It 

describes your mind as well as your morals.” 

| laughed. From that day on | embraced the 

name, double meaning and all. 

Delphine always got her way. Essentially, all 

I'd had to do was be myself, allow her and her 
‘consultants’ to knock the edges off me, shine me 

a little, and guide me. She thought it was time to 

go to the next level. She pushed a Post-It note 
across to me with a U.S. dollar figure that would 
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allow me to retire the following week, plus a 
percentage that was so generous that | was 
suspicious, although | did not let on about my 
disquiet. 

| whistled. “For this, l’d even let you fuck me, 
Ben.” Then | added sarcastically, “If you were bi, 
of course.” 

The breakfast completed, the champagne 
imbibed, | stood up. “What do | need all that 
money for?” 

There was panic at the table. “You’re not 
going?” Delphine was full of concern. 

“All that champagne. | need a piss.” 

They both visibly relaxed. This was obviously 

a much bigger deal than they were letting on. | 
chuckled as | made my way to the men’s room and 
stood at the urinal. | knew I was right when Ben 
turned up not long after and stood beside me, 


unzipping proudly, advertising his wares and 


whispered, “If you do this, l'Il let you fuck me.” | 
looked sideways at him. He looked unhappy at the 
prospect, but his cock was hard. 

“And?” | encouraged him. 

“I'll try to enjoy it next time.” 

“No,” | said, leaning over and giving his cock 

an affectionate tug, “You wi// enjoy it next time.” 
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| left him standing there attempting unsuccess- 
fully to piss out of a raging hard on. 

Straight, my arse. 

Delphine was rabbiting on about the bolster 

to my career, blah, blah, blah, while | watched 
Ben move gracefully, if somewhat uncomfortably, 
between the tables toward us; the bulge in his suit 
trousers still noticeably prominent. | really looked 
at him. He was extremely attractive, filled his suit 
as distinctively as he filled his emo blacks the day 


before. He wore a tie which looked somewhat 


incongruous with his hair swept softly across his 
forehead, and he had two stubby silver rings in 
his left earlobe. 

Dip shit. 

“People love folksy anecdotes and we'll find a 
ghost writer to add plenty of those afterwards,” 
Delphine was saying. “The book will give you the 
opportunity to set the record straight,” she looked 
at Ben and had the good sense to look 
embarrassed. “You can, um, correct the record 
about your meteoric rise to chef superstardom.” 
On and on she went. 

The outcome of all that waffle was the book 
you're holding in front of you, or reading on your 
new tech gadget, or your computer, hell, there are 
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SO many variations these days | can’t keep up. I’m 
supposed to drop little bon mots between the 


kangaroo sweetbreads -that’s balls to you- and 


the chooks’ arseholes on a stick. Nah, don’t look 
for that last one, | just made it up. A bit like how 

| started with my recipes. Chucking stuff together 
for me mates on the net. 

It wasn’t hard to make an impact. Let’s face 

it, cooks on TV are not noted, well, except maybe 
Jamie Oliver, for their looks. They’re either really 
old fat cunts of both genders or younger bastards 
who look like their face has been dragged along a 
gravel driveway. We’ve all got a gimmick. 
Remember whatsisname and his booze - until it 
went to his liver and killed the fucker. 

“Don’t worry about the language because your 
readers will never see it. Or the sex. The editor will 
cut out the more salacious passages.” 

“You mean the best bits.” | was sulking. 

“Just be yourself, that’s what the public 

wants.” 

| wondered what would be left after the 


language and the sex had been cut. It will be a 


very thin book, l'Il wager. 

Delphine was attempting to sell me on the 

idea. “The publishers are sending a photographer 
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along for the occasional atmospheric shot plus, of 
course, the food.” 

Dear reader, to save you flipping through the 
pages here, there are no photographs, well not the 
sort you’re looking for and there’s a very simple 
reason for that. But you'll have to wait. Don’t want 
to give everything away prematurely. If it’s 
something | hate it’s premature. In anything, but 
especially sex. 

“Tease them,” Delphine said. “Like you used 

to do on your netty thing.” 

She may have been up on the latest technology 
and could use iPods, iPads, email, mobiles, 
computers, and all the other paraphernalia of 


modern life better than kids half her age but when 


it came to the jargon she was illiterate. 

The ‘netty thing’ to which she referred was my 
YouTube habit of taking my shirt off each clip to 
reveal my washboard stomach, my six pack which 
is where | got my ridiculous nom de chef. It seems 
everyone has to have one these days. | continued 
it on my television cooking program and it 
attracted a flurry of female and gay male fans. | 
became compulsive viewing and stroke material. 

| still tease by taking my shirt off somewhere in 
my program each week, sometimes going even 
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further to the delight of my audience who, if my 
bags of fan mail are anything to go by, are more 
interested in stroking than in jotting down recipes. 
“Remember the time | appeared on TV ina 

green towel? And it slipped?” 

“Your ratings skyrocketed the next week,” 


Delphine said smugly for it had been her idea. One 


of her better ones 

Fucking Jamie Oliver. | should be The Naked 

Chef, not him. 

“The PR department has come up with just the 
best title in the world. You'll love it.” Whenever 
Delphine says you’// love it what she really mean 
is she loves it and I’ve got a snowball’s chance in 
hell of changing it. 

| sighed. “Go on; put me out of my misery.” 

“The Gravy Train!” She looked triumphant. 
“Someone please cut my throat now.” 

“What a terrific title.” Ben was going with the 
power in this relationship. 

| stood up. “Good, you write it then. Just what 

we need is a book telling buyers fifty ways of 
making gravy. The only sort of gravy my fans want 
to see is what comes out of here.” | grabbed my 
crotch in a lewd manner that had a few patrons 
drooling. “The gravy that comes out of the end of 
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my dick.” | sat down. “Oh, | see. Aren’t you the 
clever dick, Delphine. Or should that be dickess? 
So Gravy Train has at least three meanings, if not 
more.” 

Delphine’s fixed smile, | suspected, had little 

to do with my sudden compliance and more as a 
means of quelling her nausea and the mention of 
dick gravy. For an agent who was responsible for 
me, she got queasy easy. That could have had a 
lot to do with the fact | go out of my way to bait 
her. 

“I can see the cover now. A close up of my cock 
squirting gravy like a fountain and...” 

| got no further as Delphine clasped a 
handkerchief to her mouth, burped in a very 
unladylike way, and make a swift exit to the 
women’s rest room. 

| put my feet on her chair and turned to Ben. 


“So what’s your story?” 


“Story?” He seemed genuinely perplexed. “l 
don’t have a story.” 

“Oh, I think you do.” | placed two fingers under 
his chin and moved his face from side to side 
admiring his fine chiselled features. “You know, 
Ben, you really are a magnificent creature. | could 
fall for you in a big way.” 
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“That would make it very awkward for my 
fiancée.” 

“Yes, | suppose it would if | actually believed 

you had such a creature.” 

“Then you are in for a surprise when | 

introduce her to you on arrival in Paris. She is 
joining the train there.” 

“So, just assuming | believe you for the sake 

of the argument, that leaves me a mere handful 
of hours to get to your luscious arse again on the 


journey between London and Paris. How long is 


the journey through the channel tunnel exactly?” 
“Not nearly long enough.” 

“You're not doing your damndest to woo me 
over to this project.” 

“| don’t have to; Delphine has already signed 
you up for it.” 

| sat bolt upright, the smug knocked right out 
of me. “She can’t do that!” 

“Oh, but she can, it seems. And if you renege 
then | have a battery of solicitors ready to tan 
your hide.” 

“Please tell me they’d be young and well hung.” 
“Family solicitors for a hundred years or more. 
Very old. Very august.” 

| nodded. “And very ugly.” 
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Ben smiled. 

“Of course, | can always come down with some 


dreaded contagious disease.” 


“| have the best Harley Street specialist on 
standby.” 

“I could be totally unco-operative during the 
journey.” 

Ben shrugged. “It’s your reputation.” 

“I could try to fuck all the passengers.” 

| saw a Startled look in his eyes. 

“Half of them would probably enjoy it,” he said. 
“The other half being women?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“But still, half a train load of gay men. What 

a smorgasbord. Now, you are beginning to interest 
me.” 

“This is a business enterprise, not a moving 

harem for your delight.” 

“Why can’t it be both? By the way, who are the 
other chefs l'Il be doing my best not to overshadow 
too much.” 

As Ben listed the glittering array of talent he’d 


assembled for The Gravy Train, as it had now 


been dubbed officially, my horror knew no 
bounds. Delphine, on her return from the ladies’ 
room, said she heard my plaintive cry of “Oh, dear 
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God. Noooooooo!” through concrete and bathroom 
tiles. 

Ben was waiting for me, a look of triumph on 

his face, as we gathered for the short run from 
London to Paris, where the real journey would 
begin. The ancient carriages of The Gravy Train, 
resplendent as they were, would never be allowed 
in the rail tunnel under the English Channel. A 
compromise was reached in which we cooks 
embarking in London would entertain the troops, 
so to speak, at St. Pancras station before boarding 
the express through to the French capital where 
we would be accommodated at some ritzy hotel 
overnight, the name of which they didn’t bother 


telling us aS we would be bussed there, before we 


met up with our European counterparts plus the 
eager culinary passengers. 

The entertainment consisted of a lengthy 

brunch in a specially constructed tent in which a 
motley collection of culinary experts pontificated 
about their approach to cooking in front of a group 
of about fifty, equal parts enthusiastic women and 
equal parts even more enthusiastic gay men. Plus 
a very small minority, indeed, of straight 
husbands dragged along to the ordeal by their 
wives. 
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When it was my turn to speak, after the 
excruciating banalities of Corinda Cumshaw, the 
dumpy Yorkshire pudding of an English cook 
whose expertise was the area she most 
resembled, | flashed my brightest smile. I’d had 
my teeth whitened for the trip. What? | didn’t say 


| wasn’t vain. And gorgeous needs a help along 


sometimes. 

“A recipe is like an architect’s blue print for a 
house. If you follow it carefully you’ll end up with 

a structure that matches the original concept. 
That’s good as far as it goes. A fine house. If you 
have a paucity of imagination, then that will be 
enough for you and you can justly take pride in 
your achievement. But, as | look out at you 
assembled here for this exciting gastronomical trip 
of a lifetime, you want a little more than that. You 
feel the need to embellish, the put your own stamp 
on things. To turn the house into a home. Just as 
you choose colours, furnishings, adding a little 
personal flourish here, and little tweak there, so 

it is with cuisine. There is an awful lie perpetuated 
in the culinary arts: that all taste buds are created 
equal. They aren’t. They never will be. We all taste 
things differently. How many times have you sat 

in a restaurant and thought the meal placed in 
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front of you was heaven on a stick yet someone 
else at the table insisted on trying some for 
themselves only to tell you that it was too bitter, 
too salty, or too sweet? Most of you are builders 
not the architect. The secret to good cooking is to 
enjoy it, take the recipe as a starting point, then 
chuck in your favourite flavours to see if they 
work. Nothing is static. Static breeds boredom. 
And boredom is anathema to food.” 

My bleached smile had the desired effect and 
most of the women and just about all the men 
smiled back. When | had been announced as the 
substitute chef for the train journey, bookings had 
almost doubled over the following weekend. | 
approached Ben with the figures to negotiate a 
better deal only to discover I’d been locked into a 
contract which precluded a pay rise. Delphine and 
| had serious words over this oversight. Her 


response was a shrug of her shoulders and a 


bored, “Who knew you were so popular?” 

My cutting response was in proportion to her 
reply. “Any agent who knew what they were doing.” 
Neither of us was in a mood to back down so 

| was leaving on my two-week-long trip without a 
farewell representative at St. Pancras. Not only 
that, Delphine had deliberately neglected to send 
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an assistant for the journey. When I rang her to 
remonstrate she merely crowed down the phone, 
“Any agent worth their salt Knows your reputation 
and wouldn’t dream of putting someone in harm’s 
way.” 

| kept my calm. “In that case, perhaps you 
could have sent a woman.” 

“No one wants to work with you.” Ouch. 
“Oh, dear, what a shame. The train is due to 


leave in...” | paused to consult my watch, “One 


hour and twenty seven minutes give or take the 


odd second or two.” 

“I fail to see how this is any concern of mine?” 
“What a shame then, that | won’t be aboard 

the Orient Gravy Express to play whatever little 
games it is that you and Ben have cooked up 
because-” She went to interrupt but | merely 
spoke louder. “Because, my dear Delphine, this 
whole enterprise has been on the nose from the 
first day that Ben went out of his way to attract 
my attention. Way too much scheming going on 
here. And there’s bigger fish to fry - just to mix 
my cooking metaphors - than just getting me on 
the train.” 

Delphine’s laugh was so transparent even she 
realised, cutting it short into a sort of cough as if 
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saliva had gone down the wrong way. Eat crow, | 
thought unkindly. 


My voice echoed. “So, what I’m saying here is 


that the train will be leaving in one hour and 
twenty-four minutes give or take a second or two 
with yours truly and his super gorgeous male 
assistant or it will be leaving without me.” 

She played her ace. “If you’re not on that train 
with or without an assistant then your career, 
brief and as dazzling as it has been, will be over, 
kaput, and your meagre savings swallowed up in 
the legal minefield that follows.” 

| went for the jugular. “Then | hope your little 
agency...” This was deliberately provocative 
because Delphine’s was the top agency in Europe 
and she had most of the culinary world’s 
Superstars in her stable although, | suddenly 
remembered, none on this particular journey, 
apart from myself. “I hope your little agency has 
enough insurance to cover any legal suit because, 
if you read my original contract you will see in the 
not so very fine print that it is the responsibility 


of said agency to provide support staff at your very 


own expense and to the absolute satisfaction of 
the chef concerned, that would be me, or the 
contract is null and void.” 
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“Where are you ringing from? There is a 

terrible echo.” She was playing for time and | 
heard her snapping her fingers at her delightful 
but overworked secretary, Maureen, who adored 
her boss and worked above and beyond the call 
of duty. That is why my solicitor had faxed the 
relevant contract with paragraphs pertaining to 
the current situation highlighted to save her 
time. 

“The dunny at St. Pancras station. I’m in the 

third cubicle from the end closest to the entrance. 
Now, | have a magazine with a celebrity crossword 
which will keep me occupied for a time and | will 
be sitting here until | hear the gentle tap of said 


male assistant for the journey or the train departs. 


Whichever is the sooner.” 

Maureen had obviously given her the faxed 
sheets for she screamed down the phone, “You 
planned this, you devious bastard.” 

“That’s the pot calling the kettle,” | said, not 

even bothering to finish the old adage. “You and 
Ben must think I’m a fuckwit just because I’m 
Australian. | can smell a rat a mile away, or should 
| say 1.609344 kilometres away. You and Ben 
have been cooking something up since day one 
and | have merely taken steps to protect myself. 
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Now, unless you wish to hear your most popular 
client doing a wee brown jobby it would be best to 
hang up now because you have...one hour and 
eighteen minutes.” 

| had no intention of sitting in a smelly toilet 
cubicle, no matter how pristine its condition 


amidst the farts and piss splashes of countless 


travellers, but | would have to stay until...ah, | 
heard him coming. 

There was a Sharp rap on the cubicle door 

about five minutes after | had hung up from 
Delphine. 

“Yes, Ben?” 

“PIL sue the arse off you if what Delphine tells 

me is true.” He was steaming. 

“Is that all you want to do with my arse?” 

The men’s toilet suddenly went deathly quiet, 

not a fart or a plop to be heard. Everyone was 
straining to hear this conversation. 

“You're...” He cast about for the right term but 

he rather botched the job with “insufferable.” 
“That’s as may be,” | said calmly. “But, I’m well 
within my rights.” | slid a copy of the same sheets 
that had been faxed previously to Delphine’s office 
under the cubicle door. He picked them up and a 
few minutes later, grunted. “So this isn’t about 
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trying to blackmail me into giving up my arse to 
you again?” 

| laughed as | heard a number of cubicle doors 
open so people could get a look at Ben. “It’s not 
always about you, Ben.” 

“So, if we get you an assistant for the journey...” 
“Then l'Il be on board the train when it pulls 

out in exactly...one hour and nine minutes.” 
“Shit!” With that | heard him stride away. | 
flushed the toilet although | had remained fully 
clothed during my short visit and opened the 
door to cross to the basins to wash my hands. 

| didn’t want to get a reputation as a grub. As 
my skin was buffeted like so much paperbark 
while drying my hands in those new-fangled air 
coolers into which you plunge your hands like 
Audrey Hepburn into the mouth of that wall 
sculpture in Roman Holiday, a young man sidled 


up to me. 


“I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation,” 
he said. 

| smiled at his brazen approach. “That was the 
point.” 

“I’m a passenger on the cooks’ tour and would 
be happy to offer my services if no one else is 
available.” 
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“That’s very generous of you.” | looked at him 
more closely and decided he would foot the bill 
quite nicely indeed but | wasn’t going to rush into 
things. | wanted to torture Ben and Delphine a 
little longer. 

We were watched closely by all the men at the 
wash basins, most of whom recognized me and 
were eager to lap up any scandal to report back 
to their friends and any tabloid willing to pay a 
few pounds for the info. 


| led the stranger outside to a seat with perfect 


sight-lines in both directions to keep an eye on 
the toilet entrance. | had no intention of remaining 
inside the cubicle for any longer than necessary. 
Had St. Pancras had the architectural decency to 
drill a few discreet glory holes between one or two 
of the cubicles that may have been a different 
matter. Oh, now I’ve shocked you. You knew I was 
no angel before you even purchased this book so 
don’t get snitty about the mention of a bit of 
anonymous sex. If you really are offended l'Il warn 
you now there will be, scattered liberally among 
the recipes for five course meals, sexual escapades 
aplenty both anonymous and familiar, brief and 
lingering, provided the editor does not indulge in 
a little blue penciling. 
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The young gentlemen who was offering his 
services, in all senses of the word if | was reading 


the signs correctly, was named Rex, and was to 


have been accompanied on this trip by his partner 
who at the last moment had to cancel 
because...well, | don’t think he ever told me. So 

he had a sleeper to himself from Paris, lucky man, 
and was an adherent to that old adage while the 
cat’s away... 

| took the details of his berth and carriage 

numbers and promised to at least drop in to see 
him during the journey and would certainly give 

his offer serious consideration if Delphine was not 
forthcoming with her side of the contract. 

It wasn’t a long wait once | was on my own. 

About fifteen minutes before a young lad, obviously 
Scottish from the way he brandished a can of Irn- 
Bru like a badge of honor, sauntered along and 
entered the toilet. | knew he’d been sent for me. He 
didn’t have the appearance of someone needing to 
attend to his ablutions. However, when | entered 
he was at the urinal, his can of Irn-Bru perched 


near the wash basins. | took the opportunity to 


duck into the third cubicle which was miraculously 
free; otherwise | would have introduced myself to 
the lad to avoid embarrassment. 
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He banged on the door and | opened it a 

fraction to peer at his rough, but attractive, face. 
“I was sent to help you out,” he said. | heard a few 
snickers from behind closed doors. 

“In what way have you been sent to help me 
out?” | asked and ushered him into the booth 
before leaning past him to close and bolt the door. 
He neither flinched nor seemed perturbed by my 
actions nor by the fact that we were holding a 
conversation in a toilet cubicle on St. Pancras 
station. | was pretty sure we could both be 
arrested for such behaviour. 

“What sort of help?” 

The lad looked me up and down,” Any help 


you may require.” 


“Anything?” 

The lad reached out and cupped my cock 

which was straining under my jeans. “Anything 
you wish. I’m Danny, and I’m very pleased to meet 
you,” he said emphasising the last word while 
glancing at my stiffening cock.” 

“Ah, Danny. | can see we will get along just 

fine.” 

“Thank you, sir. I’m a quick learner and 

although I have no experience of what you require 
I’m sure l'Il pick it up under you.” 
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| wasn’t sure to what he was referring when 

he said he was inexperienced, whether it was 
aiding and abetting a chef in the kitchen or 
whether it was handling a man’s cock. It seemed 
unlikely to be the latter. 

He wasn’t Scottish, he was an Eastender but 


not a professional Cockney, although he had that 


delightful forthrightness and vulgarity with which 

| felt at home. 

“I saw you drinking the can of Irn-Bru and 

jumped to conclusions. l'Il never be competition 
for Sherlock Holmes.” 

He shrugged. “That Scottish git who’s on the 

train with you was giving them away and | thought 
I'd give it a try. | like new tastes. New experiences.” 
| certainly hoped so. He was a comely lad. 

About nineteen or twenty, a compact little body 
from what | could see under his non-descript suit 
bought off-the-peg at a department store. | wasn’t 
being catty about it, it was merely an observation. 
I'd spent much of my early life in shabby second- 
hand suits courtesy of St. Vincent de Paul op 
shops in my home town. | was not one to sneer. 
Paris would be a great city to go shopping for 
some more appropriate clobber. | know what 
you're thinking but the business is all about 
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‘image’ and | had one to uphold. And so did my 
assistant. Delphine had never managed to find 
me one that lasted long enough to make an 
impression. They had usually been colourless lads 
more interested in furthering their own careers 
than in becoming good at the task they were 
employed for: making me look good. | don’t knock 
ambition but there are ways of going about it. 
Attempting to hog the limelight when I’m the star 
is not the way when you’re working with me. 
Danny didn’t seem the type. But then again, 
neither did the others - at first. We presented our 
tickets at the barrier and went through passport 
control and customs, quickly on Danny’s part 
because of his nationality, much slower on my 
part because of my nationality and the number of 
autographs | was asked to sign. Yes, it can be 
boring but it is a concrete expression of a person’s 


popularity and it never hurts to cultivate new fans. 


Ben was relieved to see my approach and 
strode forward to greet me, gripping my hand 
warmly. “I’m glad it’s all been sorted out to your 
satisfaction,” he said. 

“To your satisfaction, at least,” | said wearily. 

“Is this lad your assistant?” 

“Danny, sir,” he said and held out his hand. 

40 

Barry Lowe 

“He'll do,” | said just a little too theatrically. 
“He’s eager, and he'll pick it up quickly. Though 
one thing puzzles me. Well, actually, a number of 
things puzzle me but | wonder whether Danny 
comes from Delphine or from the tour organiser. 
Or from somewhere else.” 

“Where else could | possibly come from, Mr. 
Reznor?” 

“Now, see, that’s a nice touch. Just 

subservient enough.” | hesitated slightly as | 


climbed into the carriage, turning to Ben. “I can’t 


work out yet whether he’s a plain clothes cop, a 
professional bodyguard, or an out-of-work actor. 

| thought a top-of-the-range rent boy at first but 
he’s a little too polished for that. Anyway, if his 
arse is aS good as yours Ben, it should be a very 
satisfying trip all round.” 

| left Ben, his cheeks burnished bright red, 
standing on the platform as Danny, chuckling to 
himself, followed me into the carriage. As we made 
our way along the aisle to our seats, each chef had 
been allocated a table for their own use, | noticed 

| was the only one to share mine with my assistant. 
There was much air kissing and congratulations 

on one another’s short introductory speeches to 
the assembled throng who, as they were herded 
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farther along the platform to their Second Class 
carriages, gawped at us through the tinted windows 


until all but myself and Corinda pulled their blinds 


down. Occasionally | waved to the crowds and there 
were little shrieks of appreciation. There were also 
some appreciative glances from the gay men and | 
wet my tongue if not my pants over a number of 
harassed straight husbands as they passed by. 
“What made you say that about me, sir?” 

Danny enquired after we’d made ourselves 
comfortable. 

“What in particular, Danny?” 

“About me being a copper or a rent boy.” He 
looked suitably offended | would think he was 
either. 

“I think | also mentioned a bodyguard and an 
actor.” 

“None of the above,” he smiled. 

“| do so hope you’re not on the run from a drug 
ring or gangster you owe money to. That cliché is 
so tedious. | could, however, go for the itinerant 
son of a multi-billionaire who is out to shag his 


way around Great Britain in search of the man of 


his dreams.” 

“None of the above either. What you see is 

what you get.” 

42 

Barry Lowe 

| leaned over and goosed his arse. “And will | 

get it, Danny?” 

“We shall see, won’t we?” 

| stood up. “Oh, dear god. You’re not even gay, 
are you? Or the least bit bisexual either?” 

“I suggest you sit down, Mr. Reznor.” 

“And if | don’t feel like sitting?” 

Danny was so fast to his feet and had my arm 
twisted behind my back so successfully | grimaced 
in pain. He was so effective the others in the train 
did not even notice. “I Suggest you sit down. One 
cry for help from you and l'Il make sure your new 
name is The One-Armed Chef.” 

| did as | was told and Danny steered me to the 


window seat. He sat beside me hemming me in. 


| turned to look at him more closely. His happy 
smiling face belied the seething mass of 
contradictions simmering just below the surface. 
But | figured | was safe enough while in the 
Carriage among witnesses. 

“So tell me about the people in the carriage. 

For instance, the tubby one.” 

“Corinda Cumshaw. Queen of the Traditional 
British Pudding. Plum, Yorkshire, that sort of 
thing. Somewhat limited cuisine vocabulary but 
extremely good at what she does. If this were 
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Agatha Christie she would be the victim of a 
murder plot.” 

Danny looked startled. “Why would you say 
that?” 

“Probably eats puddings to make up for 
something from her past. Lover lost in the war or 


murdered on the goldfields of South Africa. Now 


she’s back in old England in disguise to track 
down the murderer of her lost fiancée but he, or 
she, gets to her first.” 

“The thin, jolly women behind her?” 

“That’s Cwm Llyf, famed Welsh cook.” 

“Quim? Her name is Quim?” 

“Spelt Cwm.” 

“Please tell me...” 

| nodded. 

“What on earth have the Welsh ever given to 

the world in the way of edibles, apart from Welsh 
rarebit?” 

“That, Danny, is a very patronising attitude. 

It would pay you to watch and learn during this 
trip. The seat opposite in Haggis McKenzie, named 
after his specialty dish, in fact his only dish which 
he has so many variations of he should go to his 
retirement without exhausting them all. Behind 
him are the Daiquiri sisters, identical twins from 
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New Orleans. French mother. Their specialty is 
Cajun. The fatter one is Rhubarb and the thin, 
austere one is Strawberry.” 

“Are we talking names or flavours here?” 

“Names, of course.” 

“They look nothing alike.” 

“That’s right. Identical twins. Identical in 

looks, tastes, cooking skills.” 

“But...” 

“Just so you don’t get confused and can tell 

them apart because you'll be having a lot to do with 
them: Strawberry is the severe Victorian governessy 
one who wears absolutely no make-up and goes 
crazy for young men with big dicks. Many’s the time 
we’ve fought over the same lad and she’s won him 
more times than | care to admit. The shorter, 
frizzier one is Rhubarb. Way too much make-up. 
She prefers to sup from the vaginal cup. Rumour 


has it that she and Cwm once had a drunken 


liaison but it never went anywhere because Cwm 
mistook Rhubarb for her identical twin sister.” 
“Strawberry?” 

“Yes.” 

The train had left St. Pancras on time and was 
now speeding through the English countryside. | 
forcibly removed Danny’s grip on my arm. 
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“I think you should explain yourself, young 

man. | don’t like being held against my will. Unless 
| want to be. In this case, | don’t.” 

Danny shook his head as if to wake from a 
nightmare. “Have | fallen through a hole in the 
time continuum and I’m in a parallel universe 
where nothing makes any sense.” 

“Not unless you dragged me along with you,” 

| said. “I think seeing so many greats of the 
industry in one railway carriage has softened your 


brain a little. But wait until we hit Paris and 


Amsterdam and pick up another handful of even 
greater European eccentrics.” 

Danny was busy making notes in a little flip- 
top lined pad. “My, you are conscientious. Good, 
it will my make my job easier.” 

“You will have to explain to me what it is you 
require of me.” 

“I thought that was obvious.” 

“Apart from the obvious.” 

“Did Delphine not tell you what your tasks 
entailed?” 

“Who is Delphine?” 

“My agent. Didn’t she employ you?” 

“No.” 

Ah, now | saw it. Ben to the rescue. | must 
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thank him later. Personally. Very personally. 

“So Ben signed you up at short notice?” 


“Ben? You mean the gay guy who let us on the 


train?” 

“So, you think he’s gay, too?” 

“Well, d’uh. He’s got the hots for you 
something fearful.” 

“Really? Hey. Don’t change the subject. So Ben 
hired you?” 

“Fuck, no!” 

“Then who did?” 

“I thought that would have been obvious. The 
guy who organised this whole train cook thing. 
The one putting the money up.” 

It was my turn to be confused. “But that’s 
Ben.” 

Danny shook his head. “No, I was in his office. 

He had pictures of all the cooks, a model of the 
train and even models of the cities where the train 
was stopping. It was cool. All to scale. It took up 
the entire floor of this huge warehouse.” 

| had to find Ben. | wanted to know what was 


going on. 


“To make it more interesting he had put little 
diversions in the way of the train. It was cute the 
way he took it all so seriously.” 
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| stood up. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” 

| gave him the only answer | could think of 

where he was guaranteed not to follow. “The toilet. 
You coming?” 

| could see him thinking it over. 

“If you’re scared | might attempt to escape then 
you're mistaken. | have no intention of throwing 
myself from a fast-moving train to have my body 
parts scattered across three miles of track, even 

if | could open the doors.” 

| wandered off toward the toilet at the other 

end of the carriage chatting amiably with the other 
cooks as | passed. 


“Tell me, darling,” Strawberry said as | passed. 


“Is the young man, um, available?” 

| shook my head, sadly. “Not to me, 
unfortunately.” 

Her eyes lit up and she positively squirmed in 
her seat. She would keep Danny busy for a good 
half hour or more. She was even more predatory 
than most gay boys | know. She was advancing 
on the poor unsuspecting youth as | escaped the 
compartment into Second Class. | walked the 
entire train and there was no sign of Ben. What 
was going on? | didn’t like this one bit. It was bad 
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enough conning me into this trip in the first place 
against my better judgement, but no one seemed 
to be what they professed to be. | wanted some 
straight answers in Paris or | was jumping train, 
contract or no contract. 

| was walking back to First Class when a 


strong hand reached out to grip my thigh. | was 


so jittery, | jumped. It was Rex. 

“You looking for me?” 

It was so good to see a friendly face. | grabbed 
his hand and dragged him along the carriage’s 
central aisle to whistles and highly suggestive 
remarks from other passengers. | turned and 
yelled happily. “Just be patient, you'll all get your 
turn.” There was uproar and we made our escape. 
The closer we got to my First Class carriage 

the more reluctant Rex was to enter. “I can’t go in 
there. It’s not right, | haven’t paid for it. l’d be out 
of place.” 

“We're not going to do it in the open. Here.” | 
pushed the toilet door open and shoved him inside 
before he could complain. 

| had seen Strawberry making her way toward 

us determined to get into the only private 
compartment before us. She was dragging a very 
reluctant Danny behind her. | had Rex’s trousers 
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down around his ankles when Strawberry began 
hammering on the door. 

“Get out of there, you bastard,” she screamed. 
“Wait your turn like everybody else. Or try 
Second Class.” 

| knew she would never do that because she 

was such an inveterate snob. 

“I'll give you thirty minutes, no more.” 

“Who was the young man she was with? He 
looked attractive.” Rex said. 

“That’s my new assistant,” | said. 

Rex’s face clouded. “I was hoping...” 

“Look, l'Il explain later.” | turned him to face 

the wall and unzipped my fly, flopping my cock 
out. As | fingered his arse, greasing it with a little 
from the dispenser attached to the wash basin, 
the strong scent of Molten Brown liquid soap filled 
the small cubicle; there was a soft knock at the 


door. | wasn’t going to answer; | was too busy 


concentrating on the heat gripping my cock as | 
pushed it in and out of Rex’s divine anal tunnel. 
He gasped in pain so | stopped until he was 

used to the feeling then | slowly built up my 
rhythm again. 

There was another knock and then a whisper. 
“Kaden, are you in there. Open up, | have 
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something important for you. Please, open the 
door.” 

| wasn’t going to open for anyone, let alone a 
young man who was somewhat selective with the 
truth. But he kept up with the tapping and 
pleading until neither Rex nor | could stand it any 
longer. 

| reached back and unlatched the door, and it 
opened from the outside. “For Christ’s sake, 
Danny, can’t you see I’m busy? Can’t it wait? I’m 


about to blow my load.” 


Just then the train picked up speed as it 
approached the channel tunnel; the doors 
Snapped shut so that we were now Sealed in an 
airtight compartment for the quick trip through 

to Coquelles, near Calais, miles below the 
channel bed. The carriage rocked gently, buffeted 
by the air squeezed between the train and the 
tunnel wall. | saw stars. Sure, | was squirting my 
cum inside Rex’s choice ass, but the stars were 
as a result of something heavy and blunt being 
brought down with force against the back of my 
head. 

The shriek that woke me was as if all the 

tortured souls in hell cried out as one. It was 
followed by the finger-nails-across-the-chalkboard 
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screech that makes the blood run cold. And, 
finally, by another shrill scream fit to wake the 


dead. | wasn’t dead. Unless Hell was Strawberry, 


Rhubarb and Danny shrieking at the top of their 
lungs. 

| looked up into Danny’s eyes. 

“Why did you hit me?” | asked. 

“I didn’t hit you,” he said, while attempting to 
cover my nakedness. 

“Yes, you did. | heard you whispering and 
unlocked the door for you. Then everything went 
black.” 

“While you two are bickering we’re losing time 
getting that young man to a doctor.” 

Strawberry was pointing at the figure slumped 
over the toilet seat, a large red gash in the back 
of his head. 

Danny took charge and stepped over me to feel 
for a pulse in Rex’s neck. In so doing he bumped 
the body and Rex fell on top of me. I’m afraid | 
screamed. Danny went quite pale. 

“That’s the man who employed me as your 


assistant. And he’s dead.” 
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FIRST COURSE: 
SOUPS 

LONDON 

Chestnut Soup 
(Serves 4-8) 

Prep Time: 10 minutes 


Cook Time: 35 minutes 


Ingredients 


225g/8 oz cooked chestnuts 

25g/1 oz butter 

4 cups strong vegetable stock or game stock 
1 cup chopped white onions 

1⁄2 Cup chopped carrots 

1⁄2 cup chopped celery 

salt & ground black pepper to taste 

3⁄4 Cup creme fraiche 


% cup creme fraiche (optional garnish) 


Preparation 


Bring to simmer the stock, chestnuts, onions, carrots, 
celery, salt, and pepper in a large saucepan over 
medium-high heat, then reduce to low-medium, and 
simmer in lidded saucepan for 30 minutes, until the 
vegetables are tender. Stir in 7% cup of the creme 
fraiche. 

Mix in blender until smooth. Serve hot with extra 
creme fraiche (if desired). 

PARIS 

Garlic Soup 

(Serves 4) 

Prep Time: 5 minutes 


Cook Time: 15 minutes 


Ingredients 


3 tablespoons olive oil 


1 head garlic, each clove peeled and sliced 
8 slices baguette 
4 cups chicken or vegetable stock 


1⁄2 teaspoon dried thyme 


Preparation 


Sauté garlic in oil until tender (around 10 minutes) in 
a medium saucepan over low heat and then remove 
garlic from the pan. Sauté baguette slices in the pan 
turning until both sides are a toasty golden brown. 
Transfer toast to soup bowls, then return garlic to the 
pan and add stock and thyme and simmer for 5 
minutes. Spoon over the garlic toast and serve hot. 
BRUSSELS 

Sweet Ale Soup 


(Serves 4) 


Ingredients 


900ml/30fl oz. stout 

rind of 1 lemon 

480ml/16fl oz milk 

2 egg yolks 

Y2 stick cinnamon 

1 teaspoon ground ginger 

1 level tablespoon corn flour 
3 tablespoons cold water 


salt to taste 


Preparation 


Place the stout, lemon rind, cinnamon and ginger in 

a large saucepan, bring to the boil then turn down to 
simmer for 10 minutes. 

Mix the corn flour and cold water to a smooth paste 

in a small bowl, then add a few spoonfuls of the hot 
beer to the corn flour mixture and stir. Pour the corn 
flour mixture into the beer, stirring constantly until it 
is all added. All it to simmer gently for a further 10 
minutes, stirring occasionally. 

Mix the egg yolks and milk together in a small bowl. 
Remove the saucepan from the heat, add the egg and 
milk mixture, continuing to stir as you do so. 

Return pan to a very low heat, careful not to boil, until 
the soup is heated through. Season to taste. Serve 
hot. 

PRAGUE 


Pork Goulash Soup 


(Serves 4) 


Ingredients 


4 tablespoons butter or margarine 


500g/1 Ib pork, cubed 

4 medium potatoes, diced 

2 cloves garlic, minced 

1 large onion, finely chopped 
6 cups beef or chicken broth 
1 tablespoon paprika 

1 teaspoon marjoram 

2 tablespoons flour 

2 medium carrots, diced 


1 teaspoon crushed caraway seeds 


Preparation 


Fry the onion in 2 tablespoons of butter or margarine 
over a low heat until almost golden brown. Turn the heat 
up to medium and add the pork, cooking until browned, 
stirring occasionally. Add the broth and bring to a slow 
boil. Add salt and freshly ground black pepper to taste. 
Reduce heat to low and simmer uncovered until the meat 
is tender, about 1 hour. 

Skim the grease from the surface of the soup and 
discard. Melt the remaining butter in a pan on medium 
heat, then add the flour and stir for two to three minutes. 
Add some warm broth to the mixture and stir well. Bring 
to the boil and add to the soup, stirring well. 

Add the carrots, potatoes, paprika, garlic, and marjoram 
to the soup, and simmer over a low heat until the 
vegetables are cooked to taste (about 30 minutes). 
VIENNA 


Cream Cheese Soup 


(Serves 6-8) 


Ingredients 


6 leeks 


1/3 cup butter or margarine 

4 celery sticks chopped 

1/3 cup flour 

3 cans chicken broth 

3 cups water 

1 teaspoon salt 

500g/16 oz soft cream cheese 

1⁄2 cups plain yogurt 

4 egg yolks 

1 teaspoon freshly-ground white pepper 


chopped fresh chives (optional) 


Preparation 


Melt butter in a cooking pot, cast iron is best, then add 
leeks and celery; sauté until tender. Add flour, stirring 
constantly for about 3 minutes. Stir in broth, 3 cups 
water, and salt; bring to a boil. Reduce the heat, and 
simmer for 15 minutes, stirring occasionally. 

Microwave cream cheese and yogurt in a bowl on high for 
15 to 20 seconds or until warm. Whisk until smooth, 
then whisk in egg yolks and, finally, gradually whisk in 

2 cups leek and celery mixture. Add the cream cheese 
mixture and pepper back into pot and stir in with the 
remaining leek mixture. Simmer over a low heat, stirring 
occasionally, until it reaches the required temperature, 
but do not boil. Sprinkle with fresh chopped chives, if 
desired. 

VEGAN 


Lentil and Apricot soup 


Ingredients 


55g/20z washed red lentils 
55g/20z dried apricots 

1 large potato 

1 litre/2 pints vegetable stock 
Juice of ¥% lemon 

1 teaspoon ground cumin 

3 tablespoons chopped parsley 


Salt and pepper to taste 


Preparation 


Place lentils in a large saucepan. Roughly chop the 
potato and add to the pan with remaining ingredients. 
Bring to the boil, cover and simmer for 30 minutes. 
Allow to cool, then mix in blender until smooth, or to 
your required consistency. 

Reheat to serving temperature. Add seasonings to 


taste. 
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“It’s the human side salads we pick at through- 


out life that make sex so infinitely appealing and 


prevent our palates from becoming jaded.” 

~ The Six-Pack Chef 

Second Course: 

SALAD DAYS 

What is it about me and public toilets? Well, you 
Should know a bit more about me now than you did 
before you started this book - apart from the 
universally acknowledged facts I’m gorgeous, built 
like a brick shithouse, and hung. Hmmm, maybe 
we haven’t got to the hung bit yet. And I top like 
chocolate on ice cream. So you can probably work 
out the correlation between Kaden ‘Buddy’ Reznor 
and men’s lavatories. More details at nine, as they 
say on television. 

What about me and phallic shaped buildings? 

| was at a premium table on the second level of 
the erection known locally as La Tour Eiffel, at le 
The Gravy Train 

Jules Verne restaurant, full of gabbling last- 


minute tourists who were demanding window 


seats even though they have to be booked nine 
months or more in advance. Ben must have pulled 
a few strings because his reservation was made 
only hours prior. I’m impressed. But then Ben is 
a very impressive piece of stud. 

He was late and | was bored. People were 
eyeing off my window seating expecting me to 
vacate as | was dining solo at a table for four. 
No chance of that happening. There was, 
however, certainly a good chance of some 
activity happening if the young waiter hovering 
just out of range moved in a little closer. | 
consulted my watch again. Ben was still within 
the bounds of fashionably late but | detest late 
of any kind. 

| looked over at the waiter and signalled to 

him. 

“Oui, monsieur?” 

“Parlez-vous Anglais?” 


“Qui. Yes.” 


“Could you please put a reserved sign on my 
table because my friends are running a little late 
and | need to use the men’s room.” 

“Certainly, M. Reznor.” 
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Ah, so he did know who | am. | hoped that 
meant he was a groupie. Only one way to find 
out. 

“Could you point me in the general direction.” 
“Better than that, monsieur. | will take you 

there myself.” 

Bingo! 

He was in his early twenties, good looking 
enough to be an actor or a would-be model. Ora 
porn star. A little on the slim side - very French - 
and not as muscular as his American or 
Australian counterpart. And, | noted as | followed 
him between the tables, a pert little arse that | was 


hoping to sink my cock into at any moment. 


He escorted me into the toilet to the obvious 
consternation and jealousy of other waiters as well 
as a few of the diners, closing and locking the door 
behind us. | pulled him to me, wrapping my mouth 
over his. Before | had a chance to poke my tongue 
into his warm, sweet opening, his forced its way 
into mine. A battle for supremacy from the outset. 
| allowed the invasion until he was off guard and 
then counter attacked. | ran my tongue along his 
teeth. He was not going to give in easily. | took him 
by surprise, kneading his firm butt in preparation 
for an attack on his arse crack. 
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He was as adept at playing the game as | was. 

He grabbed my balls through my trousers and 
squeezed hard enough that | threw my head back 
and cried in pain. He nuzzled my neck, nipping it 
with his teeth. It was a competition to see who 


could have his partner’s trousers off quicker. | 


found it difficult to manoeuvre his buttons and 
zip, they seemed as complicated and impassable 
as a chastity device. On the other hand, he had 
my pants down round my ankles, my briefs 
following shortly after, before | had even lowered 
his fly. 

His compact body belied his strength and | 
suddenly found myself flipped around and 
pushed against the wash basin. He hoisted my 
shirt up to my shoulders and smothered my 
back in kisses and sharp bites as | felt his 
fingers searching for my hole. Somehow he had 
already slicked them with liquid soap from the 
dispenser and his middle finger probed my 
rarely used sex tunnel. | was pinned down and 
expected to yield. | looked at him in the mirror, 
rugged determination on his face. He was dark, 
Arab or Indian, his eyes devastatingly focused 
on his pleasure. Another finger invaded my 


arse. 
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| could have struggled or | could have 
capitulated. If | struggled it threatened to get 
ugly. If | capitulated there was always the chance 
he might return the favour. | pushed my arse 
back against his fingers, making him smile. He 
slowed the pace but not the determination. 
Nibbling at my earlobe he parted my cheeks and, 
guided by my hand, slipped his cock inside me. 
He breached the guardian muscles forcing me to 
suck in my breath, holding him still with my hand 
against his taut stomach. He paused to allow my 
pain to subside, the removal of my hand the 
signal for him to slam his way in, down to his 
balls. 

| saw stars, and not of the Hollywood variety. 

It had been a while since anyone had been 
allowed access to my back passage, but then he 


moved his pelvis in a powerful rhythm nailing me 


to the basin. | watched his fierce concentration 

in the mirror, as well as my own burgeoning 
pleasure. While the initial pain reminded me of 
why I top, the friction against my sphincter which 
| clenched in time to his thrusts, as well as the 
Slide against my pimple of a prostate, conjured 
up images of Ben winning his wager and 
hammering into me like a nail into particle board. 
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Gilles, my waiter leaned over and began to lick 
my back and shoulder blades. | knew this would 
not be a long coupling as he would be missed out 
on the floor of the restaurant. Wrapping his hand 
around my groaning cock, already slick with early 
juices, we were on the home straight. | pushed 
back to take more of him inside me while he 
nipped at my skin, biting and sucking so there 
would be love bites and bruises the next day. 


| shuddered as he milked me, my spunk 


squirting against the bathroom plumbing, my arse 
contractions squeezing his slippery prick as he 
attempted unsuccessfully to hold his orgasm at 
bay a moment longer. He leaned his face into my 
back and bit me hard on the shoulder blade. | 
winced from the pain but | was distracted by the 
feel of his cock pulsing, shooting his load up my 
arse. He lay against me to recover, until | felt his 
cock slip out of my slimy hole. The coupling has 
been frenetic but satisfying: the aperitif before the 
main course. Of course, | intended fucking him 
before | left the restaurant. 

He pulled my shirt down and patted my butt 

as he cleaned his cock with toilet paper from the 
nearest cubicle, handing me a strip to wipe myself 
although | had rather hoped he would do it. 
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“I must get back, monsieur, before | am 


missed.” He turned me around and deposited a 


kiss on the end of my nose. “Wait until | tell my 
friends | fucked the Six-Pack Chef.” 

| began to wonder then whether there would 

be a return bout. 

Cleaned up and as good as new, if somewhat 
sore in the posterior, | returned to my table and 
Gilles removed the Reserved card with a satisfied 
smirk. Just then Ben entered the restaurant. With 
a woman holding his arm. | was impressed that 
he’d managed to conjure up a fiancée whom | had 
believed to be merely a figment of his closeted 
imagination. 

| waved to them and they wended their way 

over following Gilles who smiled so familiarly it 
attracted Ben’s attention. Unfortunately, | saw no 
signs of jealousy on his chiselled features. 
Standing to be introduced, | took his partner’s 
hand, kissing it in the continental manner. Harriet 
was a beguiling woman. Pretty? Definitely. Okay, 


I’m gay, not blind. | Know what pretty looks like. 


My dick doesn’t have to get hard to know 
something or someone is pleasant on the eye. 
Besides | just had to count the number of heads 
that turned when she emerged from the elevator. 
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“So, | hear you and my Benny had a little bet 
about my existence.” Her seductive voice was as 
smoky as Lauren Bacall after a full pack of 
unfiltered cigarettes. She and Ben sat much too 
close together. | wasn’t buying their body 
language. 

| smiled politely across the table. “I lose, it 
seems.” 

She smiled back. “Seems?” 

“That’s been the whole problem with this 

cooks’ tour from the beginning. Nothing is as it 
appears. Take Ben, for example.” 

“You already have, apparently,” she said, 


flummoxing me for a moment. 


| bowed my head in her direction. “Had | 
known he was betrothed to such a captivating 
woman | would have restrained myself.” 

“No need of that. Benny and I have no secrets 
from each other.” 

Every time she called him Benny she set my 
teeth on edge. He was a man not a child. 

“So he told you about our bet? And its 
payout?” 

“Let me see. If | didn’t exist you got to top my 
Benny. If | do exist, and, as you can see, | most 
certainly do, he gets to top you. Am I right?” 
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That knocked the wind out of my sails. Not 
that she knew the word ‘top’ but that she knew 
what was at stake in the bet. 

“No need to look so concerned, Mr. Reznor, he 
fully intends to collect his winnings. Just as | fully 


intend being there when he does.” 


Oh, this woman had nerve. | matched her grin 

as | turned to Benny, oops, Ben. Now she had me 
doing it. He was grinning from ear to ear. 

“I couldn’t be happier,” | lied. | was hoping to 
have Ben to myself when he porked me and that 
| would prove so superior to anything he had 
previously experienced that he would remain with 
me. For a few months at least. | wasn’t looking for 
anything too permanent. “How about right here 
in the restaurant?” 

Ben’s smile faded faster than the bloodline of 
European royalty. “I thought your one little 
interrogation by the French police would have 
been enough for one day. | think they’re probably 
looking for any excuse to run you in at the 
moment.” 

He was right. The police interrogation hadn't 
gone well. They’d been waiting for the train as it 
pulled into the Gare du Nord. Ben was with them 


and smoothed the way for me to get expert medical 
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attention before they grilled me. It transpired that 

| would be all right in the long term, that | had 
suffered a minor bump on the head and had only 

to be monitored for concussion. 

On what seemed an interminable journey on the 
French side of the tunnel | had gathered, in between 
bouts of consciousness, that Danny had taken 
charge. He’d isolated the toilet in which the dead 
man was seated to ensure as far as possible nothing 
was disturbed. He’d sent Rhubarb to seek a doctor 
from among the passengers. Luckily, a general 
practitioner was accompanying his wife on the 
Gravy Train and he patched me up but suggested 
strongly | get to a hospital on arrival in Paris. 

Danny had notified one of the cabin crew who, 

in turn, had contacted the authorities which is 

why the police were there to greet us. He had even 


requested the photographer who was covering my 


journey for the book to snap shots of the wound 
to my head as well as the dead man. 

When the furore had died down and | was 
resting in my seat, | had to ask once again. “Why 
did you hit me, Danny?” 

“For the last time, | didn’t hit you.” 

“I can vouch for that,” Strawberry said. “I had 
hold of his hand the whole time.” 
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“Especially in the dark,” Haggis McKenzie, the 
Scottish chef, snickered. 

“What dark?” | enquired. 

“When the train went into the tunnel, the 

lights flickered and then went out,” Danny 
explained. “It was pitch black.” 

“I'd just been cursing at the door because you 
beat me to it,” Strawberry continued. 

“Yes, | remember that.” 


“When you wouldn’t open the door, | dragged 


Danny back to my seat to wait.” 

“About the time | heard Danny whispering 
outside the door, begging me to let him in,” | said. 
“But it couldn’t have been, | was with 
Strawberry,” he said. 

“We all saw them,” Haggis reported. 

“Then who was it?” 

“What did | say?” Danny enquired. “Exactly?” 
The effort to remember hurt my brain. “As 

near as | can recall you said, ‘Kaden, are you in 
there? Open up. | have something important | 
want to show you.’ Then you asked me again to 
open the door.” 

“Are you sure | used your name?” 

“Definitely,” | answered. “I even thought it 
strange at the time. Ah, | see what you mean.” 
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| had only assumed it was Danny because | 


had seen him and Strawberry bearing down on 


me. But Danny never called me Kaden. It was 
always Mr. Reznor. Or sir. 

“Who was it then?” 

“If we knew that then we’d know the identity 

of the murderer,” Danny said. 

There was an audible gasp from Rhubarb. 

“You mean it wasn’t an accident?” 

Danny realised he’d said too much. “Probably 

it was, but it pays to be sure.” 

“The train was swaying a bit at the time and 

| presume the two of you weren’t holding on too 
tightly, except to each other.” Cwm was mightily 
amused. 

“But didn’t anyone see someone at the toilet 
door?” | asked. 

“You received a nasty bump,” Haggis said. 
“Perhaps you’re imagining you heard voices.” 

| didn’t like the sound of that. “Not voices. A 
voice.” 


“Even so,” he continued reasonably. 


“What about the man in the toilet?” Corinda 
was knitting feverishly as if she had to finish 
whatever it was on her needles before the train 
reached Paris. “Who is he?” 
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They all looked at me. “Just someone | met in 
the toilets at St. Pancras.” 

Corinda harrumphed. “Kaden, dear, you seem 
to spend an inordinate amount of time in public 
conveniences. Don’t you think you may be ina 
wee bit of danger of becoming a gay cliché?” 

| laughed but no one else seemed to find it 
even remotely amusing so | turned it into an effort 
to clear my throat. | wasn’t fooling anyone. 

In an effort to throw the attention elsewhere, 

| said. “Anyway, Danny here knows the man.” 
“Although perhaps not quite as intimately as 
you, dear.” Corinda was not going to let this go. 


| had not revealed to anyone yet that Danny 


had physically held me in my seat until the train 
got under way. 

“He was the chap who hired me as Mr. 

Reznor's assistant,” Danny chimed in. “I answered 
an ad in the paper for a personal assistant. |’d 
been out of work so long and | don’t have much 
by way of qualifications so when | saw his advert 

| thought, ‘Why not? Nothing ventured, nothing 
gained.’ | rang the number and a bloke named Rex 
asked me to pop along for an interview.” 

“That’s the name he gave me, too,” | concurred. 
“What did the advertisement say?” Cwm asked. 
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“It mainly asked for a personable young man 

with a sense of adventure, a passport, a couple 

of weeks Spare time, and experience in a kitchen. 
Oh, and someone who could look after 
themselves in a scrap.” 


“What experience have you had in a kitchen?” 


Rhubarb sneered. 

“I used to help me cousin Elsie in her greasy 
spoon caff in the Edgeware Road. | can whip up a 
killer English breakfast.” 

“Yes, an English breakfast is very likely a killer 
with all that fat and cholesterol,” Rhubarb sniffed. 
“| don’t know how you people can eat all those 
baked beans and burnt sausages.” 

| was eager to learn more because this fed into 
my paranoia that Ben and Delphine, my agent, 
knew a great deal more than they were letting on. 
“What happened when you went for the 
interview?” 

Danny hesitated. “Rex seemed like a nice type 

of person. | had no reason to distrust him.” 

“This is the man currently seated on the toilet 

in First Class, stone dead?” 

“Rhu, darling, please don’t interrupt with your 
inane comments while this very pleasant young 


man is attempting to tell us what happened.” 
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Strawberry was showing off. Rhu snorted her 
contempt. 

“Did he seem unstable? Eccentric?” | asked 

Danny thought about it for a few moments. “l 
think the word I’d use is obsessive. | was 
scheduled to meet him at a warehouse near 
Waterloo station which he said served as his office. 
It was difficult to find but seemed legit. It had gold 
lettering on the door, and a young female 
receptionist although she said she was a temp 
from an agency and had only begun work there 
that day.” 

“Young man,” Corinda interrupted. “Please 

speak in plain English, not some sort of shorthand 
that you young people seem so enamoured of 
these days because of all your phone texting and 
twittering. It makes you sound like a flock of birds.” 


Haggis, who had very little time for the dumpy 


pudding meister took great delight in responding. 
“Of course, my dear Corinda, you do realise you 
yourself just used an abbreviation instead of the 
full word, a crime of which you have accused this 
young man who is doing his utmost to fill us in 

on the background of what could quite easily be 

a murder.” Corinda appeared puzzled so Haggis 
helped her out. “The correct word is telephone.” 
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Corinda was about to respond when 

Strawberry interjected. “Please, people, this is 
neither the time nor the place to go into your little 
peeves and pet hates about the English language 
or the vocabulary skills of young people. The police 
will be waiting for us when we get to Paris, if not 
before.” 

“And |, for one,” Corinda harrumphed, 

returning to her knitting, “am more than happy 


to let the professionals get on with the job. Looking 


about here | suspect there are not enough ‘little 
grey cells’ among us to fill even a short story by 
Agatha Christie.” 

Undaunted, | pressed Danny for more 
information. 

“I was ushered downstairs to meet Rex, | don’t 
think he ever gave me his last name,” he 
continued. “It was this gigantic basement where 
he had an amazing model railway spread out all 
over the floor. It was set up on a painted map of 
Europe with replica trains scooting around the 
tracks in a frenzy. He was like a big kid. He asked 
me if | liked trains. | thought it wise to say ‘yes.’ 
He asked me a few personal questions but seemed 
a little distracted. He was watching one of the 
models intently but | couldn’t tell which one. Then 
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he jumped up off the floor and pointed. He was 


excited. ‘That’s where they'll do it. There!’ It was 


such a huge expanse | couldn’t pinpoint exactly 
where he was concentrating at the time. Besides, 

| had no idea what he was talking about.” 

My head hurt and Danny’s long-winded tale 

was not helping. “Did he explain later?” 

“Oh, yes. He explained that a group of 

gastroporn terrorists intended to make a stand 
against the...” he concentrated to get the words 
right, “the bastardisation of regional cuisines, 
particularly as executed by opinionated but poorly 
trained celebrity chefs whose sole claim to fame 
seemed to be their photogenic qualities for daytime 
television.” 

Haggis was succinct. “Well, l'II be buggered.” 

“No, dear, it was the gent in the First Class 
lavatory who copped it up the jacksy, if you 
remember,” Corinda chuckled. 

“And did either you or this Rex person contact 

the police with this information,” Corinda enquired. 


“I thought he was potty to be quite honest.” 


“Quite 
right, 
young 
man,” 
Strawberry 

positively showered her smile on him. 

“But, still he employed you?” Like Alice, | 

found it curiouser and curiouser. 
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Danny shrugged. “Yeah, | was just as surprised 
as you are. He seemed to take to me. | sure took 
to the money he was offering. So here | am.” 
“Indeed.” Strawberry seemed pleased that he 
was. 

“But what were your specific duties?” | asked. 
“To keep you safe. To do whatever it took to 
keep you happy.” 

“Ah, you've been a sad letdown in that 


department, Danny,” | sighed. 


Cwm waved away my sarcasm impatiently. 
“How were you to achieve that?” 

“To turn up at St. Pancras Station at an 

allotted time and introduce myself as your 
assistant. And to ensure you did not disembark 
from the train before it reached Paris. | was to 
use any force necessary, short of killing you, to 
keep you on board.” 

“Ah, that explains it,” | said rubbing my 
wrenched shoulder. “Did he explain why you must 
keep me on board?” 

“Only that it was a matter of life and death.” 
We all stared at Danny and | wondered what 

we had let ourselves in for. 

My wandering mind snapped back into focus 

at Ben’s voice. “I think the French police would 
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love to have a reason to nail your carcass to the 


Arc de Triomphe.” 


| reached across the table to squeeze his hand. 
“How sweet of you to care.” 

Unfortunately, Gilles took that precise 

moment to turn up at the table to enquire if we 
wanted coffee or dessert. Ben yanked his hand 
away from my grip knocking over my glass of 
Superb French sauvignon blanc that had 
accompanied our meal. If it had soaked his shirt 
or trousers, | would have offered to help him 
dry out in the men’s toilet and whilst waiting | 
would have right royally buggered his arse. Oh, 
you're under the impression I’d lost the bet? 
Don’t believe Harriet for a minute. | didn’t. She 
was his fag hag. Of that | was convinced. 
However, it was my trousers that were soaked 
at the crotch. | would still settle for Ben taking 
me to the men’s room and buggering me. I’m 
not proud. Just a little lust sick. | could not 
honestly admit to lovesick as | had little concept 


of love apart from the odd schoolboy crush when 


| was younger. 

Gilles sopped my lap with a linen serviette 

while snapping his fingers to have other staff 
strip the table and take away the wet plates and 
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cutlery. While | was having my crotch caressed, 
much more attentively and hands on than was 
actually necessary to accomplish the task much 
to Ben’s consternation, a new cloth was laid and 
an ice bucket with a complimentary bottle of 
champagne miraculously appeared. 

| smiled at Gilles who was rubbing the 

serviette along the ridge of my very hard cock 
through my trousers. When he suggested | retire 
to the men’s room and remove my pants so he 
could dry them as best he could, | was in ready 
agreement. | wasn’t going to get Ben at the 
moment so I'd settle for another bout with this 


fellow. 


“If monsieur will follow me,” he said. 

| looked about for a napkin or a newspaper, 
anything really to hide my screaming hard on 
but, short of the new table cloth, nothing was 
going to suffice. Fuck it, | thought, and stood. 
Harriet’s gasp alerted the entire restaurant, even 
above the raucous whine of American tourists, 
so that all eyes in the vicinity watched my 
uncomfortable walk to the men’s room. 
Uncomfortable not because of my shame or 
embarrassment, I’m an exhibitionist from way 
back - you have to be in this industry - but 
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because of the painful pressure against my 
throbbing blood engorged cock and my balls that 
were fit to burst. 

Once inside the safety of the toilet Gilles 
stripped me of my trousers, and my underwear 


even though it was not wet, well, not if you didn’t 


count a few sticky strands of pre-cum. He sank to 
his knees to worship my cock, closing his mouth 
around it and bobbing contentedly. 

Reluctantly | removed his Hoover lips from my 
prick and pulled him to his feet. The French are 
such dirty bastards. That’s what | love about 
them. 

“Listen. You’re a very attractive young man 

and | fully intend taking advantage of your arse, 
but could we do something about my trousers 
first?” 

“Oui, straight away,” he said gathering up my 
trousers and briefs and disappearing out the door 
before | could retrieve my wallet and keys. | 
guessed there was little chance they would go 
astray. An establishment such as this relied on 

its reputation and an accusation of theft from 
someone high profile such as myself would not be 
taken lightly. | attempted to tidy myself up when 


| noticed my shirt was damp in spots, obviously 
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splashed in the accident. | removed my jacket to 
hang on one of the pegs, then unbuttoned my shirt 
to hold under the hand dryer to remove the wet 
stains. 

| reached into my coat pocket for my mobile 
phone. | rang the number and heard Ben’s 
exasperated query. “Where the hell are you?” 

“Can you come to the men’s toilet? | need 

help.” 

“I’ve known that ever since | met you.” 

“Very amusing, Ben.” | kept it light because | 
didn’t want to concern him. 

“I am not going to have sex with you in the 

toilet, Kaden.” 

| heard Harriet snickering in the background 

but even in my state | could tell he was saying that 
for her benefit rather than mine. Or was it just 


wishful thinking? 


“Look, Ben. The waiter seems to have 
disappeared with my pants.” 

He muttered “Oh, God,” and disconnected the 
phone. | just hoped that meant he was on his 
Way. 

About five minutes later, an ashen-faced Ben 
came into the men’s room with a pair of baggy 
chef's trousers which | grabbed and stepped into 
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as fast as | could. This day could scarcely get any 
worse. | was wrong. Ben pushed open the door to 
one of the stalls and vomited copiously. 

“My God, is the food here that bad?” | had no 
idea what was wrong with him, and hoped my 
Smart arse comment might make him smile. 

“It’s not that,” he wheezed. 

“What is it?” 

“There’s a dead waiter lying on the floor 


outside the men’s toilet.” 


| grabbed the business card from my jacket 

and dialled my mobile again. 

“Inspecteur Barzun.” 

Just the sound of his voice made my cock 

hard. 

“Buddy Reznor, inspector.” 

“Ah, the unfortunate cook.” Now wasn’t the 

time to take him up on his deliberate use of the 
word cook instead of chef. “What is it now? Have 
you remembered something else?” 

“I think someone just tried to kill me,” | said. 

| heard him sit upright in his chair. “Where 

are you?” 

| gave him the details, half expecting him to 
laugh or placate me by telling me it was my 
imagination. He did neither and | heard him shout 
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instructions to someone else in his office, then he 


gave me that old cliché, “Don’t move.” 


Given that | was scared half to death there was 

a limited number of places | could go. 

| was not looking forward to the repeat 
interrogation of Inspecteur Barzun and his 
supercilious assistant, Dupin, in a toilet at le 

Jules Verne, no matter how stunning the view. 

They didn’t go in for the good cop/bad cop 

routine, they were both bad cop. It suited Dupin 
better as he was a fat slob of a man who smoked 
incessantly and obviously had a great appetite for 
his fingernails because they were bitten to the 
quick and two of his fingers had blood speckled 
Band-Aids wrapped around the tips. He was in his 
fifties, or else had lived a very rugged life indeed. 
His clothes, although well tailored were shabby and 
covered with what looked like dandruff or cigarette 
ash. His questioning revealed him to have the mind 
of a steel trap and the scepticism of Pyrrho of Elis. 
Oh, and the manners of Genghis Khan. 


He had a habit of leaning over to his boss to 


whisper in his ear before the ill-mannered jerk 
would smile from ear to ear and make some 
scathing comment about the gender preference or 
cuisine skills of those of us who had travelled in 
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the First Class compartment. I think | can safely 
say we all detested the man by the time he had 
finished subjecting us to his Gestapo tactics. 
Barzun, on the other hand, was younger, 

quieter, and more sartorially elegant, than his 
underling. He had a presence, a raw power, that 
compelled attention, if not outright obedience. | 
image it was much like gazing into the open maw 
of a venomous spider - if you were the fly. 

The two detectives had quickly dispensed with 
everyone apart from Danny and myself. My 
celebrity held no sway with them and, in fact, 
seemed to spur them on to as much humiliation 


as possible, often guffawing at their own jokes 


about toilets and anal sex. | kept my temper - 
barely. Danny, however, lost his, and as a result 
was kept at their headquarters a great deal longer 
than the rest of us. Admittedly they had to check 
up on his story about the mysterious Rex but 
when it all panned out, and he was alibied by 
Strawberry Daiquiri for the time of Rex’s death, 
they reluctantly released him. 

>K>KK IK 
Inspector Barzun was particularly interested 
in the watery sperm puddling on the bathroom 
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floor. He kneeled and rubbed it on the pad of his 
fingers, bringing them to his nose to sniff. He 
obviously knew what it was and from his 
squatting position looked up at me. | was 
crimson. | wanted nothing more than to unzip 
and sink my cock into that questioning mouth. 


“Yours?” he asked. 


| nodded. 

“Alone or in company?” 

“With a waiter.” 

“Please point him out to me.” 

“He’s the dead one outside the door.” 

Barzun sighed. “That is why you are wearing 
these ill-fitting chef’s pants?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did monsieur the waiter leave a, uh, 

deposit?” 

| shrivelled up inside. Any feeble chance | had 
with this buff and beautiful detective was rapidly 
going down the toilet, so to speak. 

| nodded, too embarrassed to look at him. 
“Where monsieur?” he asked, seeming to 
delight in my cringing. 

| patted my butt without saying a word. 

“Take off your pants, please.” He walked to the 
door and called to someone outside. “Right off.” 
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| stepped out of them and hung them on the 

peg. He came over to me and grabbed me under 
the arms lifting me so my butt was perched on the 
bench that held the wash basins. | was taken by 
surprise, even more so when he grabbed my 
ankles and hoisted my legs in the air so that my 
arsehole was vulnerable. The pathologist he’d 
called kneeled down and inserted a swab in my 
arse, scraping it around my insides to collect a 
specimen of Gilles’s sperm, then bagged and 
tagged it. 

Barzun, also wearing latex gloves, kept my legs 
above my head after the pathologist left, slowly 
inserting a finger into my arse. | Suppose | could 
have screamed ‘rape’ because there was certainly 
no police reason for doing it. | guessed it was his 
attempt at humiliation but, if so, he was failing 
miserably. He rammed two, then three fingers into 


me. My cock stirred in recognition of what it 


thought was going to be another fucking 
adventure. The detective smiled cryptically as my 
cock filled with blood and stood to attention. 
After he withdrew he pushed his funky slime- 
covered glove into my mouth. | sucked Gilles’s 
cum and I saw Barzun’s cock twitch. So, he liked 
a bit of domination and humiliation. | could go 
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there. It would be worth it to see the places he 
could take me. He slammed four fingers into my 
ravaged arsehole. | grabbed his wrist, holding it 
steady, impaling my hole on his hand. 

| was close to my second climax when he 

pulled his fingers out leaving me gaping and 
unfulfilled. 

“Thank you, M. Reznor. That will be all.” 

| stood up sheepishly, hoping my legs would 
Support me. “I certainly hope not.” 


| posed provocatively while pulling on my 


trousers. If | expected a repeat it was not 
forthcoming. | just hoped our Inspector Barzun 

was not a prick tease or, in this case, an arse tease. 
“Pah, another top who throws his legs over his 
head. Pity,” he spat as | left. 

Danny was pacing in our hotel room when | 

got back. “I don’t like it. Someone is trying to kill 
you.” 
“Thanks for not trying to scare me, Danny,” | 

said, trying to hide my very real fear that someone 
was indeed trying to do away with me. 

“Don’t listen to that jumped up poor excuse 

for Clouseau copper. He’s just trying to get into 
your arse so all he wants is to keep you around 
long enough to get his end in.” 
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“I don’t know why you persist in this fallacy 

that everyone wants to stick their cock up my arse. 


First, I’m a top.” 


“If you say it often enough you just may 

convince yourself,” Danny mumbled but | 
pretended not to hear him. 

“Second, he’s already been there, done that.” 
Danny exploded. When I'd finally calmed him 
down | explained what had happened. 

“You could have his badge for that sort of 
behaviour,” he spat. 

“It would have been my word against his and 

| know who would have come out of that exercise 
smelling of stinky French fromage. Besides, if he’d 
bothered to ask | would have gladly said yes to 
him.” 

“That’s beside the point!” 

| sidled up to Danny, rubbing against him. 
“Hmm, if | didn’t know better, I’d say someone is 
a little jealous.” 

“Bugger off!” | didn’t expect his reaction to be 
quite so violent. 


“Well, Danny, if you don’t like working with a 


raving poof you should never have signed on. And 
if you think you’re going to get through life with 
that body, that smile and those smouldering good 
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looks without a few lads putting the hard word on 
you, you’re just plain naive. And, from what I’ve 
seen so far, you are certainly not that.” 

“I’ve been propositioned by blokes enough 

times to stoke your fantasies for months,” he 
smirked. 

“Ah, Danny, what the audience is much more 
eager to know is whether you succumbed to any 
of them.” 

“With all due respect, Mr. Reznor, | don’t 

believe puking up details of my intimate life is part 
of my job description.” 

“I could really get to like having you around. 

No bullshit. You stand up to me. | make your life 


a misery sometimes and still you don’t buckle.” 


“I don’t have any problem about working with 
you, Mr. Reznor. It’s just there are times when you 
gotta be serious. Your life is no laughing matter.” 

| ruffled his hair. “Sometimes, Danny, life is 

so bloody serious all you can do is laugh or you’d 
shit yourself in terror. This is one such occasion.” 
“Oh, hell,” he said. “How could | be so stupid? 
Look, Mr. Reznor--” 

“Stop right there. From this second on, forget 

the Mr. Reznor shit. Call me...” | hesitated. What 
did | want him to call me? “Call me Buddy. Okay?” 
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“If you insist. Buddy. That’s a good strong 

name. The name you’d like to see on a man who 
was slamming his cock in your shitter while you 
begged him to pound harder. But take Kaden. 
That’s precisely what you’d do. Slam him against 
a wall and have your way with him then chuck 


him in an alleyway for others to finish off. Maybe 


piss in his pretty-boy face.” Danny reddened when 
he realised he’d said it out loud. 

“In that case, Danny boy, you can definitely 

call me Buddy.” Before the embarrassment that 
was threatening to engulf him could paralyse him 
further | moved on. “So what are the facts as we 
know them?” 

“Well, if you’ll pardon the liberty, I’ve been 

doin’ a bit of snooping. Those dick for brains talked 
openly in front of me not realising | soeak French 
good enough to understand most of what they 
were saying. They don’t think you did him in. The 
Official line is that while you and this Rex character 
were having it off in the first class carriage toilet, 
the train rocked suddenly and violently, enough 

to put the electricals out for a few moments, and 
enough to knock you about in a confined space 
with one or two nasty hard surfaces and pointy 
bits. You were knocked out and in falling down 
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you grabbed Rex and pulled him with you, him 
knocking himself extra hard and dying.” 
“Plausible.” 

“But unlikely,” Danny added. 

“Why do you say that?” 

“While we were on the train, | had a good look 

at the toilet. | didn’t disturb anything, so hold your 
horses. | was looking for anything that could have 
made the injury to either of you. But | gotta say, 
there was no blood or hair anywhere. That blow 
to Rex’s head was so severe it killed the bugger. 
There must have been evidence of contact 
somewhere if he’d collided with the walls.” 

“Okay, accepting your hypothesis for the 
moment, where does that leave us?” 

| was lounging in bed, propped up with a 

number of satin pillows, quaffing the room service 
coffee Danny had poured for me and tucking into 


a buttery croissant. | indicated to Danny to help 


himself, l’d ordered for two, and patted the bed 
beside me, fluffing up another pillow so we could 
talk. “It’s all right, Danny. | don’t force myself on 
young men who are not interested. Oh, | may 
attempt to seduce them but that’s a different 
matter altogether.” 

“Give it your best shot,” he sneered. 
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“Don’t tempt me, Danny. You’re a mighty tasty 
morsel.” 

He propped himself up, biting into a croissant 

he was balancing on his chest, flakes of pastry 
disappearing into the folds of the sheet. | sighed. 
It would be hell trying to get them out. 

“Where that leaves us is...” He hesitated a few 
seconds to get his thoughts in order. “One 
alternative is that you donged Rex on the head and 
killed him and to make it look like an accident you 


banged yourself. Don’t go looking at me like that. 


We have to be realistic. The police have obviously 
already come up with that idea themselves. But, 
it falls down. Where is the weapon you used on 
poor Rex? The windows don’t open, meaning you 
would have to conceal it in the toilet or chuck it 
out the door during the blackout. Doesn’t seem to 
be a viable option to me.” 

“Thank goodness for that. Anyway, what about 
the voice | heard.” 

“Ah, well, that | know the coppers believe is a 
figment of your imagination. Something you think 
you heard.” 

“Why would | make it up?” 

“They don’t think you lied, they think the knock 
on the head may have addled your brain a bit.” 
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“I know what | heard.” 

“And | believe you.” 


“Thank you, Danny. That shows you have a 


lot of faith in my word.” 

“Not meaning to embarrass you like, but it’s 

logical if you follow the facts.” 

“Which are?” 

“The door to the toilet was open. | tried 

forcing it later and there’s no way someone can 
get into that locked compartment without it being 
opened from the inside. Three theories here. You 
didn’t lock the door. We can disregard that 
because | saw Strawberry rattling it to try and 

turf you out.” 

“Good.” 

“Second, someone tampered with the lock so 

they could gain access. So, tell me, who chose that 
parti-cular toilet for a shag?” 

“Me. Rex could have had no idea we would end 

up in that toilet. Or even that | was going to fuck him 
at all.” 

“So that theory is shot down in flames as 


well. Apart from the fact that, again, Strawberry 


would have forced the door open if it had been 
weakened.” 

“So that means | had to have opened the door.” 
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“And why would you do that?” 

“Because | heard a voice begging to be allowed 
access.” 

| was so pleased with Danny’s powers of 
reasoning, a great weight was lifted from my mind, 
that | pulled him to me and planted the biggest, 
wettest kiss on his lips. His initial reaction was to 
be startled and then, for a flash, | thought | saw 
him wanting to give in, until his professionalism 
kicked in. 

“Ah, l'Il take that as a compliment on my 

powers of deduction and not a clumsy attempt at 
seduction.” He was smiling as he said it. 

“You'd be right to do so, Danny. You'll know 


when I’m seriously trying it on. Few people have 


been able to withstand my full frontal attack.” 
He poked me in the ribs. “Give it your best 
shot, big man. You’ve met your match in me.” 
“Is that a challenge, Danny?” | laughed. 

“Nah,” he replied. “Just don’t waste your time 
on things that don’t matter.” 

As soon as he’d said it he turned away to fetch 
the next day’s itinerary. On his return, he sat at 
the end of the bed. | was sorry he did that because 
| believed we’d been forging a friendship. Early 
stages, but still a friendship. 
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We turned our attention to the itinerary. 

Danny and I had a lot to discuss and plan. It 
was a lengthy process, particularly as | had to 
explain in detail his part of it. Fortunately, he 
was a quick study. 

“Did you have a chance to get yourself kitted 


out like | explained? | know you were questioned 


for a long time by the police so if you didn’t, it’s 
fine, and we'll do something about it tomorrow.” 
“I got the items you suggested. Not only the 
outfit suitable for your assistant but some casual 
wear for travelling and when seen in public.” 
“Go on then. Show me.” | was bouncing about 
on the bed like an excitable groupie. 

He went to his room and returned with a 
number of boxes. He was going to merely hold the 
items up for my inspection but that’s a poor 
substitute for seeing them worn. 

“Put them on, Danny. Model them for me so | 
can get a better feel for the look.” 

There was no innuendo intended in my words 
and | hoped Danny hadn’t taken them that way. 

| guessed he hadn’t when he immediately 
shucked his trousers and his shirt and stood 
there in his tighty whities rummaging through 
his purchases to put together an outfit to model. 
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| almost groaned out loud. Danny was gorgeous. 
| do admire muscles on a man and Danny had 
muscles. Not the sort of ugly deformities you 
sometimes see on Mr. Universe contestants but 
the sort of definition you see at the beach: hard 
biceps, pecs you could rest a plate on, a small 
smattering of hair across his luscious chest 
snaking down his stomach to finish its course 
somewhere below the elastic waist of his 
underwear. | could see the outline of a sleeping 
giant curled over two glorious balls. How | longed 
to wake it with a kiss. He would do very nicely. | 
did notice, with more than a little superiority, 
that although his tummy was firm, he did not 
have the glorious musculature for which | was 
famous. 

Without realising it, my cock had gone hard 
instantly, fortunately hidden in the sheets that 


covered me. Unselfconsciously he bent forward to 


pull his new trousers over his legs. The white 
cotton stretched across his magnificent arse and 

| almost shot a load imagining myself buried in 
that warm trench. When he turned to model he 
was grinning from ear to ear. | didn’t need to say 
anything about his choice; it was obvious in the 
way | was drooling as | studied him. And, of 
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course, in the sheet that had tented so obviously 
above my groin. 

| wasn’t able to sleep that night until after | 

had wanked to the indelible memory of Danny’s 
butt twice over. | needed my strength, because the 
next day was the beginning proper to The Gravy 
Train adventure. 

Delphine had even rung to make placatory 

noises and to crow that my profile had increased 
as a result of ‘the tragic event.’ She made it sound 


like a publicity gimmick. | was disgusted. | suspect 


she also wanted to be brought up to date on the 
gossip. She seemed inordinately disappointed to 
learn the police were treating it as an accident. | 
was pissed off and whetted her appetite by 
mentioning the young waiter being found dead on 
the Eiffel Tower clutching a pair of my trousers. | 
knew | had her. She was panting for detail when 

| disconnected the phone and switched it off. 
The next morning the tour chefs were to give 

a demonstration of one or two of their signature 
dishes in a marquee on the Gare du Nord from 
which station The Gravy Train would depart. Only 
one new chef was added to the pot. Jan Flotz, 
internationally pilloried, for his television cooking 
program devoted to roasted food from the 
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Netherlands. The mirth, which also erupted from 
the audience at our little cooking show, centred 


around the English translation of the title of his 


show: across the English-speaking world it was 
known as Dutch Oven. 

Jan’s obvious distress at the gales of laughter 
that met every mention of the program spurred 
some of the crueller participants to greater 
heights. Jan was not exactly a friend but I hated 
to see him subjected to such humiliation. 

That apart, the morning program went off 
without a hitch. No dead bodies turned up in 
public toilets, although | made sure to keep well 
away from any such places. My stint at the hot 
plates went down exceptionally well and won me 
bucketloads of applause and a number of new 
fans. Danny acquitted himself far beyond 
expectations and won himself a legion of admirers 
of both sexes. | don’t think he noticed as he was 
concentrating so hard on pleasing me. | 
complimented him sincerely and vociferously. No 
point in being parsimonious with the praise even 


though | Knew as soon as he woke up to the 


adulation he was bound to seek greener pastures 
with a show of his own. He had the looks and the 
personality to achieve great success. 

101 

The Gravy Train 

It was a Shame as | genuinely liked the lad’s 
company. Once the roughest edges were knocked 
off him, he would blossom under an expert’s 
tutelage, and he couldn’t get better than me. | 
sighed when I thought about it. | put so much 
hard work into my creations, both cuisinatical and 
human, it was exhausting me. | wish one of them 
would stay around just long enough to... What? 

It came as a shock that | had never questioned 
why | wanted them to stay around. 

The buzz on the platform as the crowds 

leisurely boarded the gloriously refurbished old 
wooden carriages was contagious. There was a 
festive atmosphere. Most of them had heard of the 


unfortunate incident on the London-to-Paris leg 


of the journey, but the death on the Eiffel Tower 
had been kept under wraps for now. 

After being shown to our private room by a 
swarthy Arab lad, Danny made a big production 
of looking into our private bathroom to ensure it 
had been cleared of any unwanted corpses. He 
held his sides laughing but | was not inclined to 
join in. The chefs and their assistants had all been 
invited to a welcome aboard get-together in the 
private smoking car which was our Green Room 
where we could mingle with the other VIPs on the 
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trip and entertain and eat our meals in privacy if 
we wished. 

Danny and | made our way along the corridor 

of the stationary train to the plush velvet comfort 
of the free bar. It was very crimson, almost like 
being imprisoned in a blood clot, but if anyone else 


found the decoration oppressive they were not 


allowing it to dampen their enjoyment. As we made 
our way into the carriage, there was a shriek from 
Strawberry who descended on Danny like a starving 
child on a crust of bread. It made me wonder how 
long it had been since she’d had a good shag. 
Grabbing poor startled Danny by the arm she 
dragged him away barraging him with compliments 
on his performance. | went to the bar to get myself 
a fortifying champagne, management had asked 
for our liquor choices at the time of signing their 
contract, and flirted rather outrageously with the 
youth behind the counter who was very much to 
my taste. | was about to do something outrageous, 
like ask him whether he took it up the arse, when 

a gentle hand was placed on my shoulder. 

The question died in my throat but | had over 

a week to get around to it. And there were plenty 
more morsels on the journey from which to 

choose. 
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Before | could turn around, a voice whispered 

in my ear, “He is much too young to be your next 
victim. Let him live a while longer. Why not go for 
a man who is more your equal.” 

“Like yourself, my dear inspecteur?” 

It was Barzun with his ever faithful henchman, 
Dupin, who seemed to have accumulated even 
more dandruff since we had last met. 

“You are no match for me, monsieur,” he 
sneered. Dupin laughed. 

“Have you come to arrest me?” | asked. They 
were pissing me off. 

“Not at all. Why would we do that?” 

“Then leave me alone,” | said, probably louder 
than | should have as a few people looked in our 
direction. 

“I came to give you an update on our enquiries; 

| thought you would be amused.” 


“Amused?” 


“Come now, M. Reznor, surely someone like 
yourself does not allow the mere death of another 
human being to impinge on his selfish enjoyment 
of life.” 

| don’t know where Barzun got his antagonism 
toward me, and | cared even less, so | answered 
sarcastically, “Hell, no. Just between you and me, 
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we’re all taking bets on how many bodies | can 
rack up on our little food safari.” 

“And what is your estimate?” he asked. 

“I’m hoping for twelve.” 

Dupin looked at me wide eyed and Barzun 
opened his mouth to comment before he realised 
| was pulling his leg. “Ah, is that what you 
Australians call humour?” 

“Non, inspecteur, that’s what we Aussies call 

a piss take.” 


Barzun looked to Dupin who shrugged his 


shoulders. “Do you have anywhere private we may 
talk?” 


Reluctantly 


my 

compartment where the three of us crammed in 
together, Barzun being much too close to me for 
my liking so that the heat from his body warmed 
me to the extent that my dick took an interest. 
“I thought you might like a little information 
about Rex...” he hesitated and snapped his fingers 
so that Dupin flicked through a small notebook 
and replied, “Bonner.” 

“M. Rex Bonner. Does the name mean 

anything to you?” 


| shook my head. “I told you | had never seen 


him before.” 

105 

The Gravy Train 

“It seems he had some sort of obsession with 
you, M. Reznor. The London police raided his 
warehouse and found hundreds of items relating 
to you and your career as well as pirated DVDs of 
all your television appearances plus those on 
YouTube.” 

“So far all that means is he was an obsessive 
fan with far too much time on his hands.” 

“So the English police believed, too. Now, 
according to you, this M. Bonner mentioned a 
boyfriend. They tracked down the home address 
of M. Bonner and, although it seems he did not 
live alone, there was no other person on the 
premises, nor anything that could give the police 
a clue as to his name or his whereabouts.” 
“Perhaps they split up.” 


“Maybe the boyfriend got sick of you as 


competition,” Dupin laughed. 

“It was only after Scotland Yard examined 

more fully the papers and drawings that they 
returned their attention to the model train on 
the floor of the warehouse. The model that 
Danny said he saw.” 

Barzun paused for me to ask a question in 

case | found his French accent impenetrable. No, 
dear reader, you will not find me attempting 
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phonetic spellings of what he said. What sounds 
reasonable to the ear occasionally reads as side- 
splittingly humorous when written down and, 
alas, Barzun’s fractured English is one of those 
and | have no wish to make an educated Parisian 
detective a laughing stock. He can manage that 
on his own. Besides, he was doing me a favour. 
“On closer examination, Scotland Yard found 


notations along the painted railway line.” 


| did wish Barzun would get to the point 
Shortly. “What did they say?” 

“They are in code and currently they have 
ciphers working to break it. As soon as they 
have an answer we will know what we are up 
against.” 

“Are you suggesting that Rex Bonner was out 
to kill me?” | shuddered at the thought. 

“Oui. Of course.” 

“Then why did he consent to have sex with me 
in the toilet?” 

“What better way to get you alone? That way 
he could turn the tables and...” 

“But you found no weapons on him. How was 
he supposed to kill me?” 

“Strangle you. Break your neck.” 

“I was much stronger than him.” 
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“But if he took you by surprise.” 


| sighed. “Okay, suppose | go along with your 
theory, why didn’t he?” 

“He was perhaps waiting for you to... ah... 

expend your seed and then attack you in your 
weakened state. But before that could happen the 
train jolted and he hit his head.” 

“It’s possible.” 

“It is the only explanation.” 

| opened my mouth to dismiss his theory but 
thought better of it. 

“What about Gilles? The waiter.” 

“An unfortunate accident which has no 

bearing on the case. He pricked his finger on those 
cheap imported badges the tourists were wearing. 
They were manufactured in a Third World country 
of dubious cleanliness and poor Gilles died of 
blood poisoning.” 

“Very fast wasn’t it.” 

“The country of manufacture is very, very 


unhygienic.” 


If he thought | was going to believe that he 
took me for a fool. 

“So I’m not in any danger any more?” 

He shrugged. “I would not like to say for 
certain but until we crack the code...” 
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“Thank you for letting me know. | do 
appreciate your time.” 

“Just one more thing, M. Reznor.” 

| turned to him. 

“There was one disturbing aspect to the model 
train set in M. Bonner’s warehouse. Toward the 
end of the model train tracks, M. Bonner had 
painted a very large red cross over the line with 
more of his code.” 

| waited silently. | knew there had to be more to 
it. 

“That cross was painted with blood. Human 


blood. After samples were taken, one of the 


Scotland Yard detectives leaned in to photograph 
the code and he accidentally stood on part of the 
railway. It detonated, M. Reznor. The warehouse 
was booby trapped.” 

| sat stunned for a moment. | had so many 
questions and the most obvious, the welfare of 
the Scotland Yard detective, was on my tongue 
when | heard frantic activity in the corridor and 
the sound of running feet. Dupin put his head out 
and a frazzled voice pleaded, “Please come 
quickly. He’s killing him.” 

We knew neither who was doing the killing nor 
who was being killed but the three of us jostled 
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for space and we ran toward the VIP car. | got 
there first, bursting through the door to be 
confronted by the sight of Jan Flotz, the chef from 
Dutch Oven, kneeling on Danny while strangling 


him with his bare hands. Danny was purple in the 


face and already unconscious as Haggis and a 
young blond man I had not seen before attempted 
to drag Jan away. They were having no luck. 
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Salads 

LONDON 


English Water-Cress Salad 


Ingredients 


5 strips of bacon 


1/2 teaspoon of mustard 
1/2 teaspoon of sugar 

1 teaspoon of salt 

1/2 teaspoon of paprika 
4 tablespoons of vinegar 


water-cress 


Preparation 


Dice bacon and brown in a frying pan - do not over- 
cook. Remove bacon from the pan, then drain off 
the fat, leaving about five tablespoons. Mix mus- 
tard, sugar, salt, paprika, and vinegar in a bowel 
before pouring into the hot fat. Bring to a boil and 
then add the cooked bacon. 

Place the prepared water-cress in a bowl and pour 
over the bacon with the prepared dressing. Toss 
gently to mix and then garnish with sliced hard- 
boiled eggs. 

Cabbage, and various forms of lettuce, may be used 
in place of the water-cress for variety. 

PARIS 

Green Pepper farcis fromage a la 


Cream 


Ingredients 


1 washed green pepper 


fresh cream cheese 
walnuts 
pimento 
fresh lettuce leaves 


French dressing 


Preparation 


Scoop out the seeds from the green pepper. Mix the 
cream cheese with finely chopped walnuts and pieces 
of pimento cut into small squares. Spoon the filling 
into the pepper, so it is well packed, set on ice till 
chilled. This takes about an hour. 

When ready to serve, cut into slices with a sharp 
knife, arrange onto fresh lettuce leaves, pour over 
French dressing and serve. 

BRUSSELS 


Salad of Tomatoes 


Ingredients 


red tomatoes 


red or brown onion (or shallots) 
salt 
castor sugar 


tarragon vinegar 


Preparation 


Red tomatoes according to the number you are 
feeding. Plunge each into boiling water for a moment 
to loosen the skin. Peel off the skin carefully. It is 
important not to cut into the flesh of the tomato. Cut 
a red or brown onion into slices. If onions are not to 
your taste you may use shallots. Lay four or five flat 
slices on the bottom of the salad dish. 

Put the tomatoes over the onion, sprinkle with salt 
and just a dust of castor sugar. Leave for four hours 
before lifting the tomatoes to remove and discard the 
onion. 

In a bowl dissolve a small amount of salt in a 
teaspoonful of tarragon vinegar. Slowly stir ina 
dessert spoon of oil, add a pinch of mustard, pepper, 
and a sprinkle of chopped chervil or chopped chives. 
Pour over the tomato salad and leave for an hour 


before serving. 


PRAGUE 


Simple Potato Salad 


Ingredients 


2|lb/900g potatoes 

2 pickled gherkins 

1 large onion 

1 sweet red pepper 

Marinade: 

4 tablespoons (1/4 cup) oil 

1 tablespoon (3 tsp) French mustard 
a little vinegar 


pinch salt and sugar 


Preparation 


Cook the potatoes in their skins, then peel and allow 
to cool. Cut into slices, mix with the chopped onion, 
gherkins, pepper and sweet-sour marinade. 

VIENNA 


Coachman's Salad 


Ingredients 


250g Bologna sausage 


300g green beans 

2 hard-boiled eggs 
1 cucumber 

1 red pepper 

1 large Onion 
Dressing 

1 tub of Sour Cream 
1 tablespoon Mayonnaise 
vinegar 

Sugar 

salt and pepper 


2 bunches of chives. 


Preparation 


Mix ingredients for dressing. 

Boil a saucepan of water and blanch the green beans 
and then plunge them into cold water. Drain. Cut 
Bologna sausage, cucumber and eggs into slices. Cut 
the red pepper and onion into smaller slices. Arrange 
Sliced ingredients and green beans on a dish and pour 
prepared dressing over salad while serving. 

VEGAN 


Apple, Beetroot and Avocado salad 


Ingredients 


3 medium beetroot 


200g mixed salad leaves 

1 red onion, thinly sliced 

1 apple, peeled, cored and thinly sliced 

1 avocado, peeled, stone removed and sliced 
60g toasted chopped walnuts 

3/4 cup apple juice 

1/2 cup cider vinegar 

1/2 cup vegetable oil 

1/2 teaspoon salt 

1/2 teaspoon freshly ground black pepper 
1 teaspoon prepared mustard 


1/4 teaspoon celery salt 


Preparation 


Preheat oven to 200 C. Wash beetroot, and place ina 
baking dish with 60ml water. Cover and roast for 1 
hour or until tender. Remove from oven and set aside 
to cool. 

Whisk together the apple juice, vinegar, oil, salt, 
pepper, mustard and celery salt. 

Peel and slice the cooled beetroot and combine with 
the dressing. Refrigerate for at least 30 minutes, then 
drain, keeping the dressing. Arrange overlapping 
layers of beetroot, onion, apple, and avocado on the 
salad greens, then drizzle with dressing. Garnish 


with toasted walnuts and serve immediately. 
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Third Course: 
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“Prostitution is to sex what eating out Is to 


dining.” 


~ The Six-Pack Chef 

Third course: 

Whores d’Oeuvres 

“For god’s sake, Jan. He’s straight!” | yelled. 
Danny was near unconscious, terminal 
strangulation close at the hands of Jan Flotz. 
Despite my concern | still found time to notice the 
ultra-cute blond twink attempting unsuccessfully, 
with Haggis Mackenzie, to drag the Dutch Oven 
chef off my assistant. Blood rushed to my cock 
when | saw the vision smile briefly as if in 
recognition. The lack of blood to my brain did not 
prevent me from summing up the situation ina 
matter of seconds. 

That’s when I called out. The silence was 
instantaneous as all eyes turned to me. | took the 
The Gravy Train 

opportunity to plant my shoe, hard, right between 
Jan’s. He released Danny, falling backwards 


holding his face, blood trickling between his 


fingers. “You’ve broken my fucking nose,” he 
whined as | kneeled to loosen Danny’s shirt collar. 
“I’ll have your bloody balls for a necklace if 
Danny is injured,” | yelled back at him. 

Inspector Barzun already had his notebook 

out and people, acutely conscious of the publicity 
the melee would generate, eagerly shouted their 
version of events, totally ignoring Danny who lay 
injured on the floor. As if to confirm my original 
summation of the fracas, the blond beauty went 
to Jan’s aid, offering him a handkerchief to mop 
up the blood, all the while smiling approvingly in 
my direction. | flirted briefly before turning my 
attention back to Danny. 

| cradled his head as he gasped for breath, 
someone having run for a doctor. He was all right, 
if somewhat shaken by the experience, although 
he would be ringed by a hideous purple bruise 
necklace the next day. | caressed the side of his 


face as | gazed down on him. I’d never really taken 


the time to look at him closely, not surprising 
considering the circumstances of our meeting. 
Sure, superficially he was exactly my type: he had 
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two legs, two arms, a head, and, | assumed, a 
cock, balls and arse. And he was breathing. Just. 
Okay, I’m being facetious. They don’t actually 
have to have two arms and two legs; just the three 
essentials as listed above. Hell, they don’t even 
have to be human. | blush to admit that in a state 
of drunken horniness at a buck’s party | have been 
known to find the orifices on a plastic blow-up 
doll, male naturally, inviting enough for a quick 
shag. No kissing though. | draw the line at that. 
You never knew what dirty bastard had taken 
advantage of your plastic lover before you and left 
an oral deposit. 

“Not you again. | can see being a friend of 


yours is a quick route to death.” It was the doctor 


from the tour who had attended to the body in the 
First Class lavatory. 

“The dead guy was not a friend,” | replied 

Sharply. 

As he kneeled to attend to Danny, he laughed. 
“So, are you telling me it’s dangerous to even just 
be on nodding terms with you?” 

He was a handsome man for his age. 
Unprepossessing until he smiled. It transformed 
his entire face. | suspect he was a heartbreaker in 
his surgery. 
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His examination of Danny was routine, 

checking for vital signs, that sort of thing. When 
he seemed confident in his diagnosis, he turned 
to me. “Nothing too serious. However, the young 
man will need to wear a collared shirt and a 
necktie for the next week or two.” 


He had a sense of humour. | like that in a 


man. 
People were crowding around expectantly, like 
ghouls at a gonad fry-up, pretending not to stare 
at Danny’s prone form. The doctor asked them to 
kindly move back. Barzun elbowed his way 
through and spoke to the doctor before 
whispering quietly to me that it would be a good 
idea to get Danny back to our private 
compartment. He offered to help but | could read 
his reluctance to leave the scene of the crime. As 
if to put my mind at rest, he added, “It seems that 
our Dutch friend thought your assistant was 
showing a little too much attention to his 
boyfriend and went berserk.” 

“Which one is his boyfriend?” | already knew 

the answer. 

“The Blond.” 

There was more than one blond in the VIP car 

but there was only one to which the appellation 
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The Blond applied. The same young man with 
whom | had been flirting. In my defence, | have to 
say he’d been leading me on. And he obviously 
hadn’t finished with me for, as | picked up Danny, 
to carry him bride-like back to our carriage, he 
disengaged from Jan, whom the doctor was now 
attending, and came over. “Can | help in any way?” 
he emphasised the ‘any’ so that | would be sure 
to understand his meaning. 

| was curt. “Haven’t you helped enough?” 

“Oh, this has nothing to do with me.” He waved 
his hands about to encompass the railway 
Carriage in which we were standing. “Or, if it does, 
it’s a terrible misun-derstanding.” 

| moved toward the door which he held open for 
me. Turning sideways to get through so as not to 
bump Danny, my cock sat up and took notice as 
my hand brushed blondie’s hard abdomen and a 


jolt of desire shot through me. He knew the effect 


he had on people, men, and the effect he was having 
on me. | could see why people would kill for him. 
He tagged along behind me uninvited and, | 
thought, much too provocatively considering what 
Jan had done to my straight assistant. | 
shuddered to think what he might try on me who 
genuinely lusted after his boy toy. Not that | was 
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concerned for my physical safety, | could take Jan 
down with one arm in a sling, but we had to work 
together. The tour had barely begun and already 
disaster loomed. So for the harmony of the chefs 
on board | would leave well enough alone, 
although the blond obviously had other ideas. 

| tossed him the keys when we reached my 
private compartment and he unlocked the door 
for me so | could lay Danny on the bench seat. 
“How convenient,” the blond said, licking his 


lips like the cat that got the ice cream. “I’m right 


next door.” 

“I thought...” | stumbled over what I was going 
to say next. 

“Yes, | suppose | should introduce myself, 
Marsala; Marsala Daiquiri.” He held out his hand 
and | shook it in something of a daze. 

“You're Strawberry’s son?” 

He nodded. “Adopted, of course.” 

“Of course.” It went without saying really. He 
was blond, his complexion like blotting paper, 
while his mum was darker, more olive than pink. 
“I’m the entertainment,” he went on. 

“Pardon?” | shook my head to rid it of the 
totally salacious vision of Marsala, flat out on his 
back, entertaining the men on the train. 
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| Knew he understood what | was thinking 

when he said, “Not that sort of entertaining, Mr. 


Reznor, although with the right man...” His eyes 


grazed over me until he was eyeballing me again, 
then licked his lips. 

“Does your mother know?” | ventured to 

ask. 

“That I’m on the tour? | should hope so. As 
galloping as she is toward senility it was still dear 
sweet mama who got me the job.” 

“Doing what exactly? Apart from being the 

cause of a near death experience to my assistant, 
Danny.” 

“lam sorry about that incident. But Jan is just 

so jealous. It’s a sickness with him.” 

“He has no reason to be jealous of Danny. The 
boy is straight,” I said. 

“Really?” His voice was arch. “What a waste. 

The working classes have so much to offer.” He 
nodded in the direction of Danny’s crotch which 
seemed to be well packed. “If only they would 
bathe more often.” He addressed the last 


supercilious remark to me and from the corner of 


my eye | noticed Danny tense. 

“You haven't told me if your mother knows.” | 
tried to bring him back to the point. 
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“Ah, yes. She knows. It’s rather obvious don’t 
you think? “ 

| wasn’t going to go there. But | did want to 
know her reaction to his obvious sexuality. 

“Ah, I am a bitter disappointment to my mother.” 
| was surprised. I’d believed Strawberry more 
open than that. 

| changed the subject. “You haven’t told me 

how you intend to entertain us on the tour.” 

“I sing a little, | play a little.” He emphasised 

the ‘play.’ His constant double entendre was 
wearing thin although it probably got him a tumult 
of sexual offerings. | found it as tedious as a late 
night Carry On movie marathon on the telly. “Do 


come and join me in the VIP car this evening. | 


think you'll like my repertoire.” 

“Ill do that.” 

“Oh,” he turned back as if he’d just remembered 
something. “It seems our two compartments share 
the shower. Leave the door unlocked and l'Il come 
and scrub your back.” He waved and disappeared 
down the corridor. 

| addressed Danny. “You can stop pretending 

now. He’s gone.” 

Danny cleared his throat, his voice froggy, 
obviously still recovering from his strangulation. 
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“I thought he’d never go.” | helped him sit up and 
got him a glass of chilled water from the 
bathroom, careful to lock the door to Marsala’s 
side so no-one could sneak in and overhear our 
conversation. 

“Are you up to telling me what happened?” 


“Not a lot to tell,” Danny said, his voice getting 


less croaky as he continued. “That Marsala guy 
pounced on me after you left the Smoking Car with 
Barzun. It started off friendly enough. | thought 
he was trying to get into my pants but...” 
Danny hesitated. 

“You can say anything you like, Danny.” 

“I thought he was icky.” 

“Icky?” | hadn’t heard that word used in ages 
and never by a straight boy. 

“You know, those awful suggestive remarks he 
makes.” 

“Yeah, icky’s a good word,” | agreed. 

“Good, ’cause | thought you liked him coming 
on strong like that.” 

“Oh, | think Marsala is immensely fuckable, 
Danny. His arse is perky. And that adorable little 
mouth. | have just the thing to fill it. It’s what 
comes out of it | don’t particularly admire.” 

He snorted. “You have no taste.” 
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“I have impeccable taste, Danny.” | sat next to 
him, running my hand gently across his cheek 
and down to his poor, injured neck. 

“Don’t!” He grabbed my hand and held it 

tightly. “It tickles.” 

| sighed. The effect was ruined by a sharp 

knock at the compartment door. It was Barzun. 
“How is he?” he inquired. 

“Come in and see for yourself.” | motioned him 
inside. 

He seemed genuinely concerned about 

Danny’s wellbeing before getting to the point. “One 
more question, then we can allow the train to get 
under way. What do you intend doing?” 

“About what?” Danny asked. 

“M. Flotz. He tried to kill you.” 

| interrupted. “But he didn’t, did he?” 

“Were there any mitigating circumstances?” 


“Such as?” Danny asked. | could see he didn’t 


like this line of questioning. 

“Were you...um...perhaps making objectionable 
advances to the young blond man?” 

“He’s straight, Barzun.” 

“Then why is he working for you?” 

Danny was annoyed and raised his voice. “I’ve 
explained this over and over to you.” 
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“Your employer is dead,” Barzun said 

patiently. “You have no need to continue on this 
travesty of a tour with a man whose sexual habits 
must be distasteful to you.” 

“Where his sexual interests lie is of no concern 

to me,” Danny replied. “As for good or bad taste, 

| don’t give a rat’s arse. Sure, the way he carries 
on is not the way I’m used to, but I have no right 
to interfere in his private goings on. But, he has 
asked me to be his assistant for the rest of the trip 


and I’ve agreed. The pay’s good, fuckin’ great in 


fact for someone of my qualifications, and | have 
nothing to go home to.” 

Barzun ignored Danny’s righteous outburst 

and ploughed on. “Then why did M. Flotz attack 
you? And with such violence?” 

“Maybe he’s just a jealous bastard,” Danny 
said sarcastically. 

Barzun thought it over. “Perhaps. Anyway, 

what are we to do with M. Flotz?” 

Danny was genuinely surprised. “Do?” 

“Come now. The whole train awaits your 
decision. We must have it before the train may 
begin its journey.” 

“Oh, you want to know whether to charge him 
with assault?” Danny asked. 

131 

The Gravy Train 

Barzun grunted. 

“Of course not. Why ruin everyone’s trip over 


a little misunderstanding?” 


Barzun looked relieved and, after wishes for 
Danny’s speedy recovery, went to tell Jan and the 
tour people the good news. 

| 

turned 

on 

Danny. 

“A 

little 

misunderstanding?” 

“I didn’t want to make it any more difficult for 
you than it already is,” Danny said. 

“Difficult for me?” 

“Flotz wasn’t wrong about his little blond mate. 
He just got the wrong person. Marsala was giving 
me the third degree about you and whether you 
and | were ‘doing it’; | think that was the 
expression he used, because he was definitely 
interested in getting up close and personal with 


The Six-Pack Chef. All he talked about was you, 


you and you. Never once by your real name. 
Always the Six-Pack Chef bullshit.” 

“| do have pretty fine abs, Danny.” 

“Vanity, thy name is Kaden Buddy Reznor.” 

| ignored the slight. “That still doesn’t explain 
why Flotz attacked you.” 

“He was watching our conversation like a 
hawk, always hovering just close enough to be 
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intimidating. Marsala...what sort of a name is 
that...he’s named after a fuckin’ curry? | guess 
Flotz saw him hand me the note.” 

“What note?” 

“His compartment number. | was to pass it on 
to you and to tell you the secret knock for 
admission.” Danny did a Morse Code tap with his 
knuckles. 

“And when was this to take place?” 


“As soon as you came back to the Smoking 


Car. He would make his excuses and go to his 
cabin; you were to follow shortly after.” 

“He’s a confident little bugger.” | marvelled at 
an ego almost the equal of mine. 

“It’s a no brainer with your reputation.” | was 
about to object when Danny went on, “So Flotz 
must have seen him passing me the note and 
overheard scraps of the conversation and 
misinterpreted. That’s why he attacked me.” 
“I knew he had a jealous streak when it comes 
to the success of other television chefs. But to 
physically attack someone. Are they even ina 
relationship?” 

“Flotz certainly must think they are.” 

| suppose it made sense. “Nothing at all to do 
with our other mystery then?” 
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“Speaking of that.” Danny dug into his pocket, 


extracting a sheet of paper. “This is the 


information you were after. Your hunch was right. 
Your boyfriend Ben has nothing at all to do with 
the organisation of this tour, and has no 
connection in any way, shape or form to the 
railway company or anything remotely to do with 
it.” 

“He is not my boyfriend.” 

“You wish he was though,” Danny said smugly. 
“Even in the short time you’ve known me, 
Danny, you must know | am not looking for a 
long-term relationship. My feelings for Ben are in 
the vicinity of two to three weeks.” 

“You should have no trouble with that, the 

man obviously has feelings for you.” 

“Murderous perhaps?” 

“No, Ben wants to nail your arse big time.” 

“And his girlfriend wants to watch.” 

“Bridezilla?” 

“| don’t suppose you could distract her...” 


Danny snorted his disgust. “Not part of the job 


description. It’s bad enough you sicked that 
Daiquiri woman on to me...” 

There was a tap at the door and the doctor 
came in. “How’s my patient?” 
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“Feeling much better,” Danny chirped. 

“How's 

the 

murdering 

bastard 

who’s 

responsible?” | asked. 

“Remorseful. In pain. You managed to break 

his nose. He’s in the dining car at present being 
questioned by those two French detectives. They'll 
charge him, | Suppose.” 

“No, I’m not pressing charges,” Danny said. 
“That’s very noble of you.” The doctor was 


shining a light into Danny’s eyes, before he turned 


to me. “Could you get one of the staff to turn down 
the bed in here, | think this lad should get a good 
night’s sleep. l'Il come back and see him in the 
morning.” 

| left the doctor finishing off his examination 

and went looking for the hot Arab attendant who 
was making up a compartment just along the 
corridor. He turned his dazzling smile on me; | 
grabbed him and sank my tongue into his mouth. 
Excitement of any kind makes me playful. Feeling 
no reluctance, | cupped my hand over his neat 
package and felt his cock twitch and begin to 
lengthen. Moving my hands around to his tight 
butt cheeks | squeezed and he groaned as he 
sucked my tongue as a demonstration of his oral 
gifts. | was about to unzip my trousers when 
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someone jiggled the compartment door, attempting 


to enter. 


We sprang apart as a very startled, and very 
Suspicious, Strawberry Daiquiri stood in the 
doorway. Both of us were red in the face and 
obviously aroused but before Berry could say 
anything | had grabbed her arm and steered her 
back into the corridor to allow the Arab youth to 
exit. | gave him my cabin number and asked him 
to make it up next as Danny needed to sleep. 
“The boy that was strangled?” he said. 

“That’s him. Thank you...” 

“Wazir,” he smiled. 

“Thank you, Wazir.” 

“What is going on?” Strawberry demanded. 
“Come on, let’s grab a drink,” | knew that 

would do the trick and steered her down the 
corridor toward the bar. “Tell me about Marsala.” 
That opened the floodgates. “Oh, isn’t he 
gorgeous?” she bubbled. “I’m sooo glad you like 
him. You do like him, don’t you Kaden?” 


“Who wouldn't like him?” | insisted. 


“His schoolmates for one.” Her face clouded at 
the memory. “He was very unpopular at school. 
Always picked on. Of course, it didn’t help that he 
always developed crushes on the most popular 
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boys in his classes. And he wasn’t discreet about 
it. | had to move him from school to school.” 
“But he’s grown up to be a fine lad.” 

We'd reached the bar and after | got my 
champagne and a brandy and dry for Berry, plus 
a wink from the lad behind the bar, we found a 
quiet spot to sit and talk. 

“He’s such a disappointment to me, Kaden,” 

she confided. 

So, Marsala was right, his mother did find him 

a disappointment. She must have seen the look 
of horror on my face. 

“What? Oh, don’t be silly, Kaden, | don’t mean 


because he’s gay. I’m not that superficial. | want 


him to be happy. He’s so good looking he could 
have anyone at all. But he’s taken up with that 
Flotz character. All the personality of a sawdust 
sausage. You know what | mean?” 

| nodded. 

“I was hoping he’d take up with a nice man. A 
good-looking man. Damn it, Kaden. | was hoping 
he’d take up with you!” 

| was So surprised | spat my drink across the 
Carriage. 

“It was the reason | got him the job on the tour. 
| knew he was your type. And you’re absolutely 
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his. But, instead, he took up with that awful 
Dutch person.” 

“You were pimping your own son?” 

“Pimping? No, | want him to settle down with 

a nice man,” she explained. 


“You think I’m a nice man? That’s one for the 


books.” 

The bar man brought me over a new drink and 

a napkin. He had scrawled his room number and 
a time on it. Berry saw me smile at him. 

“My god,” she cried. “Is every man on this 
fucking train gay? What’s a woman to do to get laid?” 
“There’s always Haggis,” | suggested evilly. 
“Been there, done that, got the stitches.” 

| raised an eyebrow in query. 

“Bloody enormous. Couldn’t get it all in my 
mouth.” 

Call me squeamish, but Berry and | had never 
been close before and all this heartfelt confession 
was a little overwhelming. 

“Too much information, Berry.” 

“| wouldn’t be surprised if he had his eye on 

my little boy as well.” 

“What? He wants to screw the entire family so 

he has the complete set? | didn’t know Haggis 


swung both ways.” 
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“I’ve seen loads of straight men put up very 

little resistance when Marsala sets his mind to it.” 
“If he’s that popular, and that successful, Jan 
must have something that you and | can’t see,” | 
shrugged. 

“It’s not between his ears, that’s for sure,” 

Berry laughed. “Maybe it’s between his legs.” 
“Nah,” | said. “I’ve seen it. | make it my duty 

to check out my competition. It’s at the top end of 
average.” 

“Then it must be the way he uses it.” 

“Well, we know Marsala’s not in it for the love.” 

| bit my tongue as soon as the words escaped my 
lips. 

“Oh?” She looked at me and lowered her 

glasses. 

“Look, just between you and me, Marsala has 


given me a Secret knock and a general invitation 


to...well, you know...” 

| rapped out the signal on the table. No sooner 
had | finished than | was engulfed in feminine 
bosoms as Berry flung her arms around me. “Oh, 
thank goodness, he’s shown some good taste. 
Welcome to the family.” 

| thought she was a trifle premature in her 
congratulations, especially as | wasn’t sure | was 
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into Marsala for more than a one-night stand. Or 
less. If his arse proved as succulent as it appeared 
perhaps | could stretch it to a week but only if | 
could stop his mouth somehow - except when | 
wanted to use it myself. 

Suddenly, | realised | could no longer breathe 

and that the world was a fuzzy pink colour and 
smelled of musk or lavender and came with a pair 
of squishy breasts. | struggled against Berry’s grip, 


wondering whether | was destined to die in 


ignominy. What would my gay fans think? 
“Mother, let him go, you’re suffocating him,” | 
heard a voice somewhere in the layers of tulle. 
Berry dropped me to gather her son to her 
ample bosom. “I never once gave up hope. You 
wonderful, wonderful boy. You’ve done your 
mother proud!” She smothered him with kisses 
before giggling, “I must leave you two to get 
better acquainted,” and hurried from the 
Carriage. 

“What was that all about?” Marsala queried. 

“I think she got some good news. Or what she 
thinks is good news.” 

“She hasn’t gone and got herself another TV 
show? Damn. She spends little enough time at 
home as it is.” 
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| was quick to allay his fears. “No, it’s not that. 


Not that | know of anyway.” 


Marsala quickly overcame his funk and was 

all smiles as famous chefs and VIPs began to 
trickle into the lounge. He leaned into me, “I get a 
break in an hour and l'Il duck back to take a 
shower and change. Knock on the door and l'II let 
you in to join me. You won't regret it.” He groped 
me surreptitiously before striding to the piano, 
seating 

himself 

comfortably 

if 

somewhat 

theatrically, and striking the keys. 

To say Marsala sang a little, played a little is 

do him a criminal injustice. His voice, and his 
piano accom-paniment, were as sublime as his 
looks. He silenced the bar crowd from his first 
song, his audience actually listening to his 
beautiful tenor voice. Okay, his repertoire 


consisted of show tunes; more show tunes and 


the occasional rock number re-orchestrated as if 
for Susan Boyle. 

Berry, who had obviously gone to her berth to 
change, dragged Rhu back with her and she 
beamed with pride as she led the applause. | 
joined in unashamedly. He was mesmerising. 
About half way through the set, Jan made a 
sheepish entry, hesitating at the door to see if 
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either Danny or I were present. When he saw me 
he flinched although far too distant for me to 
throw any sort of punch or kick. He took a deep 
breath and headed over, all eyes following his 
progress, ignoring the pianist who was the cause 
of the problems in the first place. 

Berry, who had been seated beside me 

vacated, and Jan sat down. His nose was 
bandaged and one of his eyes was turning blue. 


He seemed to be gathering his thoughts together, 


unsure of my reaction. | decided to break the ice. 
“Can | buy you a drink, Jan?” 

“That’s mighty decent of you,” he said, 

obviously relieved that | was not about to commit 
more violence on his body. “How is your young 
man? Nothing permanent, | hope.” 

“Jan, he is not my young man. The boy is 
straight. But, no; nothing a good rest won’t cure. 
The doctor says he'll be fine.” 

“Do apologise to him and thank him sincerely 

for not pressing charges. | could not afford the 
damage to my career. My ratings are not so good. 
The network is looking for any excuse to cancel 
my show.” 

“I’m sorry to hear about your ratings, | enjoy 
your show.” Indeed, | did. There was much to be 
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said for Jan’s laconic introduction to Dutch 


cooking, its appeal somewhat limited outside The 


Netherlands and its colonial outposts. In fact, | 
had pinched a few ideas from him myself. “And | 
will pass on your regrets to Danny.” 

“I will be along to visit him and apologise 
personally as soon as he feels better. Perhaps 
tomorrow.” 

“I’m sure he’ll appreciate that.” 

“I just have to learn to control my jealousy. 

But when you're in love with someone as good 
looking as...It makes it hard. I’ve never had 
anything that pretty in my life. | would never have 
dared approach him. Can you believe he came to 
me? Got down on one knee and...” 

The applause for Marsala’s rendition of “Send 

in the Clowns” interrupted his introspection. Most 
of the people in the bar had turned back to the 
entertainment when they realised there would be 
no fireworks between Jan and myself. Marsala 
looked over and struck up the introduction to Noel 


Coward’s plaintive ballad, “Mad about the Boy.” 


Jan was hooked immediately, caring little for the 
actual words and homing in on the refrain. | 
couldn’t help but read it as Marsala’s love song to 
me and as he stared directly at both of us, it was 
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easy for either to interpret the lyrics any way we 
chose. His voice went straight to my groin. 

He poured his heart into the song and Jan was 
near tears by the time Marsala had taken his bow 
and told people he would be back in half an hour. 
He came over to us and gave Jan an affectionate 
hug, careful to avoid his nose, accepting our 
compliments with grace and looking only slightly 
uncomfortable at Jan’s blubbering declaration of 
undying love. | moved to allow him to join Jan. He 
thanked me but told his boyfriend that he was 
going back to their compartment to shower and 
change for the next set. 


Jan jumped up. “lIl come with you.” 


“No love, you'll just get all carried away and 
then you know what will happen. | won’t want to 
come back here and l'Il be in trouble.” He smiled 
so sweetly | almost bought it. Jan was so taken 
with the public compliment, he did buy it. “You 
stay here and talk to your friends. l'Il make the 
next set short and we can go back to the berth 
early, if you like.” Jan was panting. 

Marsala took his leave giving me the come-on 
as he reached the door, ducking into the corridor. 
| didn’t have long and the best | could come up 
with was, “Would you like another drink, Jan?” 
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“That’s kind of you,” he said. 

There was a crush at the bar; it would take 

ages to be served. | grabbed a drink waiter and 
paid him off, telling him to take a drink to Jan, 
pointing out the poor sod, and then ducked into 


the corridor myself, and down the train to my 


cabin. | burst in, shucking off my clothes as | did 
so. | could hear the shower already in the share 
bathroom. 

“Please tell me you’re not going to do what | 

think you are?” 

“I don’t think | can do that because it’s highly 
likely | am about to do something remarkably 
stupid.” 

Danny shook his head in sorrow. “Your dick 

rules your life. It’ll be the death of you.” 

“In this case that might well be true.” 

Totally naked by this time, | knocked on the 
bathroom door in the secret code Danny taught 
me. | heard the inside lock slide back and | entered 
to find Marsala waiting. 

“| thought you’d never get here.” 

He flung his arms around me and buried his 
tongue in my mouth. He tasted of spearmint; he 
must have brushed his teeth for the occasion, and 


pushed his smooth, hairless body against me. His 
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butt was a work of art, sculpted of flesh and 
muscle, his chest sporting copper nipples that 
were as erect as his cock. It was more than a 
mouthful and | wrapped my hand around it and 
slid my fingers along its length. 

“I’ve waited so long for this,” he moaned, his 
hair glistening in the weak spray of the shower. 
Sinking to his knees he palmed my balls and lifted 
the head of my wet, glistening cock to his mouth, 
licking across the piss slit, swallowing any early 
juice | was leaking. He ran his tongue down the 
Shaft then slipped to my balls which he sucked 
gently one at a time before working back to the 
head of my cock along the underside. 

Without warning he opened his lips, taking me 
into his warm mouth, easing on and off until he 
was comfortable, before forcing his face against 


my stomach, swallowing my cock to the base. | 


was embedded in his throat and felt the 
contractions as he attempted to subdue his gag 
reflex. 

He was partly successful and my body turned 

to jelly before he finally released me to take a 
breath then swallow me whole again. | played with 
his hair as he showed off his oral prowess. | 
wanted a go at his smooth, slick weapon and 
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pulled his face off mine, dragging him to his feet 
before | fell to my knees to engulf him in one gulp. 
He shuddered, so | got to work slathering his cock 
with my spit, working my way down the shaft an 
inch at a time, prolonging his sexual agony. His 
balls were within tongue reach so | sank the last 
two inches and opened my mouth to lick his balls 
as he hit the back of my throat. 

| almost choked but it was worth it to hear him 


exclaim, “Holy shit!” | began to bob my head into 


his groin taking his cock into my throat on each 
descent. He held tightly to my hair attempting to 
drag me off as he was in danger of dropping his 
load. | had no intention of being denied my prize, 
doubling my effort, sucking like a madman until 
he yanked my hair hard, muttered “Don’t” and 
then groaned his disappointment that he was 
blowing his load down my gullet. 

Licking my lips when I’d swallowed every drop, 
even the residue that oozed out like a student late 
for school, | soun him around bending him 
forward so | could part his cheeks and bury my 
sticky tongue, slick with his slime, in his sweet 
tight arsehole before | inserted my finger. It slid 

in easily. Another gob of spit slime and two fingers 
Slipped in. | could feel the pressure around them, 
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my cock aching to be inside him. Another spit and 


another finger. | took my time. Scissoring my 


fingers to stretch his elastic arse muscles and 
twisting them to give him pleasure. His breath 
came in gasps so | knew | was having the desired 
effect. 

Standing, | grabbed his hair gel and squirted 

a good dob on my fingers, greasing his hole before 
positioning my cock at his anal entrance, easing 

in slowly, allowing the burn to subside before | 
pushed farther. He swore under his breath as my 
cock penetrated right into his bowels while his 

own cock remained hard as stone. A little more 

gel in my palm and | lathered the lube along his 
thick veined cock. 

| gathered pace and started to slam harder. He 
begged me to give it to him rough. | grabbed his hair, 
pulling his face back so | could slam my tongue into 
his mouth even though | loved to hear him beg me 
to fuck him like a whore. If he kept it up | would 
lose control too quickly. Even though we only had 


a short time to consummate our lust | wanted it to 


be as memorable for him as it was for me. 

He was caterwauling like an animal in heat 
when there was a frantic thump on the door 
connecting the bathroom to my compartment. 
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“For god’s sake keep it down in there. Someone 
is coming along the corridor,” Danny stage 
whispered through the door. 

| clamped my hand over Marsala’s mouth as | 
pummelled his arsehole. | heard a knock at the 
door to my berth. 

“Who is it?” Danny croaked as if on his death 
bed. 

“I know you probably don’t want to have 
anything to do with me, but I'd like to apologise 
to you face to face like a man.” 

Oh, shit. It was Jan. 

“I’m very tired, Jan. Could you come back later.” 


Danny was a quick thinker. 


“Okay. Sorry to disturb you. | came back to 

help Marsala get ready for his gig. l'Il see you when 
you're better.” 

| heard the door to our cabin open and Danny 
must have pulled Jan into the compartment. 

“I guess | feel better than | thought,” Danny 

said. “Would you like a drink?” 

“No thanks,” Jan replied. “I had enough in the 
bar. Isn’t Kaden with you? | saw him leave and 
thought he was coming back here. Only for that 
Strawberry Daiquiri woman bailing me up, | would 
have caught up with him. Oh well. You know 
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Kaden; he probably slipped off with some young 
twink for a game of tonsil tennis or whatever 
expression you young people use today.” 

Danny told me later that Jan kept looking 

toward the door to the bathroom almost as if he 


were suspicious that | was in there. 


terrible 

misunderstanding and | know an apology is a very 
poor thing to make up for what | did but...| was 
wondering, I’ve watched you at work with Kaden 
and you have a charisma about you that | don’t 
think he appreciates. I’d be very happy if you 
would consider a job as my assistant. | would pay 
you well. It’s the least | could do.” 

Yes, it is. | thought. It would be a great 
opportunity for Danny. Jan was much less 
flamboyant, probably less outré and much more 
respectable than me. | would be sorry to lose him, 
| was fond of him, but he had a career ahead in 


the industry if handled in the right way. Damn it! 


| suddenly realised | wanted to handle him - in 
the right way. 

“That’s very generous,” | heard him say. 

“Thank you for your generosity in overlooking 
my temper tantrum.” Jan paused. “Is that the door 
to our communal bathroom?” 
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Marsala and | froze. | tried leaning across to 
lock the door but | knew throwing the bolt made 
an unmistakable sound and Jan would be 
SUSPICIOUS. 

“Is that you, Jan?” Marsala called. 

“Yes, love. | was just going to join you from 
Danny’s cabin.” 

“I think the door might be stuck. Come back 

to our cabin and try that way.” 

“I'll just give this one a pull and see if | can 
loosen it. After all Danny will be wanting a wash 


in the morning.” 


| didn’t want to let Marsala go, | was on the 

edge of venting my frustration up his arse when 
the door to the bathroom swung open, | was 
grabbed by the scruff of the neck and pulled 
backwards. | was so surprised, | didn’t know who 
was manhandling me as | was pushed naked and 
dripping, my prick oozing lube and pre-cum, along 
the corridor, and into another compartment before 
the door was slammed shut. 

“That was a close one,” Strawberry said as she 
threw herself down on the padded seat totally 
ignoring the fact that | was in a naked and 
somewhat aroused state. She didn’t ignore it for 
long. Once she’d glanced at my prick she gave a 
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long, loud whistle and | clasped my hands in front 
of me, my modesty very ill-preserved. 

She threw a towel at me after suctioning up 


enough memories to feed her fantasies for 


weeks. 

“You sure you’re not bi, Kaden?” she asked 
wistfully. 

| flattered her. After all, she had just saved my 
life. “You would be the first to know if there was 
even one bi bone in my body.” 

“Liar,” she laughed. “It did look as if Marsala 
was thoroughly enjoying himself although | gather 
you did not have sufficient time to complete the 
transaction. | left it as long as | could before | 
intervened.” 

“Lucky you turned up,” | said. 

“I knew you were in trouble the moment Flotz 
excused himself to come back here. | guessed 
there was some sort of assignation between you 
and my son. When | saw the Dutchman go into 
your cabin | knew | had better rescue you.” 

“I owe you.” 

“In that case, keep right on doing what it is 


you were doing with Marsala.” 


It’s not every day a mother tells you to fuck 

the arse off her son, adopted or not. 
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“Right!” she said slapping her thighs and 

heading up into the corridor. “lIl see if the coast 
is clear.” 

| stuck my head out of the compartment and 
watched her waddle up to mine where she 
knocked on the door which was answered by 
Danny. They exchanged a few words and then she 
beckoned for me to follow. | ran as fast as | could 
passing her on her way back. 

“I’m more determined than ever that Marsala 
dump that Dutch fellow,” she hissed as she passed 
me. 

| didn’t understand the significance until | was 
back safely and fully clothed although Danny 
smirked at my stiffened and unsatisfied state. 


“A really great assistant would help me out,” 


| said softly. “What the hell is that?” 

“I suspect that is our besotted Dutchman 

doing much the same as you were a few moments 
ago but with much less finesse and a great deal 
more bellowing.” 

Danny’s opinion was spot on, although the 
bellowing was like an animal in pain and Marsala’s 
gasped responses mechanical and false. | couldn’t 
believe that Flotz fell for them. Then, | supposed, 
they were impossible to hear over his animal rutting. 
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| put my hands over my ears to block out the 
sounds which seared a vision through my brain 

of the dullard on top of my blond beauty. | wanted 
to wrench open the door and pull him off Marsala 
and sink my own cock into that warm arse. 
Instead | walked out into the corridor to watch 
towns and railway stations whizz by as the train 


sped on into the night toward Brussels. 


Belgium is notable for a number of things: it’s 

the birthplace of Hercule Poirot, Agatha Christie’s 
obsessive compulsive detective, and also of 
Georges Simenon, the creator of the famed French 
detective Jules Maigret. Another notable was 
Georges Rémi who, under the pen name Hergé, 
drew the colourful adventures of Tintin. But my 
favourite Belgian is René Magritte, the famed 
Surrealist. 

| was taking Danny to the recently opened 
Magritte Museum in the neo-classical former Hotel 
Altenloh on the Place Royale, attempting to explain 
to the cultural virgin about the artist’s work. If | 
had any qualms about Danny’s artistic couth it 
was all but quashed when he glimpsed the 
museum’s stone facade, painted as if pulled aside 
like drapes to reveal a pool and reflections of an 
outdoor scene complete with sky. 
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Danny hesitated. “Oh, wow. That is so cool. | 

can see why you like him.” 

From that moment as we wended our way 
through the exhilarating exhibition of Magritte’s 
paintings and sculptures and drawings, Danny’s 
attention never wavered. He listened intently to 
my feeble attempts at eulogising the works which 
seemed so inadequate in the face of Danny’s awe. 
| wished | could see the paintings again for the 
first time so I, too, could experience that childish 
delight. 

When I reminded him we had to head back to 

the train for our scheduled cooking demo, he left 
reluctantly. On the footpath outside he stopped 
me. He took my hand. 

“I know you think I’m a bit of a dick,” he said. 
“No, I’ve never thought you were a bit of a 

dick.” | was about to make some smart comment 
about his prick but he stopped me. 


“No, don’t make a joke of it. This is too 


important for me. No one has ever taken me 
somewhere like this. Taken the time to explain it 
to me. Why it’s important. | can see it’s beautiful, 
| just can’t say why, you see.” 

“Danny, it’s beautiful because you think it is. 

No explanations needed.” 
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“But | like to understand things. I’m not stupid 
though people think | am.” 

“I’m not one of them. In fact, | think you’re a 
beautiful person. Smart, charismatic, a good 
learner.” 

He smiled shyly. “You’re only saying that 
because you want to suck my dick.” 

“Not true,” | said. 

Danny looked crestfallen. 

“No, what | meant was...yes, of course, | would 
love to suck your cock, suck it until your brain 


caved in. What man or woman wouldn’t? But | 


meant every word | said before and it has nothing 
to do with wanting to screw you into the bed.” 

He laughed, swinging his arms around as if 

the world were suddenly this wonderful new 
experience that he’d never quite noticed before. 
He bounced on the balls of his feet rather than 
walked. He was full of excitement as we wended 
our way back to the train. | began to worry that it 
was 

some 

side 

effect 

of 

the 

attempted 

strangulation the day before. Perhaps the oxygen 
had been cut off to his brain for too long. 

“So, | guess cooking is a bit like painting, 
wouldn’t you say? Anyone can get the ingredients 


ready, but it’s the way you put it together that’s 
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important. And even the best artist or the best 
chef can sometimes get it wrong.” 

“Yeah, but we don’t like to admit our mistakes, 
Danny.” 

He beamed. He had come up with his own 

ideas, and | had taken them seriously. We walked 
along in silence for a few moments until | decided 
to broach the subject that had been niggling at 
me. “I heard Jan offer you an assistant’s job.” 
“Yeah. But | think he’s just feeling guilty.” 

“Don’t sell yourself short, Danny. | would have 
been lost without you on this trip.” 

“You think | should take it then?” 

“It would be a great opportunity for you. 

Travel, exposure.” 

“You trying to get rid of me?” 

| stopped and faced him. “If | knew how to do 


it, Danny. | would keep you forever.” 


“Careful what you wish for.” He ran off down 

the street with me in hot pursuit. 

Back at the train, Corinda was just finishing 

up in front of a bored crowd who kept glancing at 
their watches. The audience for my performance 
was already lining up to grab the seats closest to 
the front, although places of honour were reserved 
for Ben and his good woman, Harriet. They’d 
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remained in Paris, Harriet having some last 
minute wedding shopping to do, and they’d flown 
in on an early flight to join the train. 

Peter was setting up his camera to take shots 

of me at work for inclusion in this book. He’d been 
the official photographer on my previous books as 
well and I trusted him implicitly. He was the shy, 
nerdy type who lived vicariously through his 
photography. | had been to his studio more than 


once to approve shots for various cookbooks and 


had been amazed at the quality of his nudes. He 
had a flair for the female form. The subject matter 
was not to my taste but there was no denying the 
Skill or the merit of his work. | was helping him 
put together an exhibition for a major gallery 
show. He was too close to his subjects to cull them 
objectively so he brought me in but my judgment 
was suspect and | was choosing the arty poses 
rather than the lascivious. I’d bring Danny in on 
the next cull; we could both use an expert eye. 
We passed Jan and Marsala in the corridor. 

They politely asked where we’d been and Danny’s 
mouth ran away with his enthusiasm, describing 
the pleasures of the Magritte Museum. | could see 
the envy bubbling to the surface in Marsala and 
quickly pulled Danny back to our compartment. 
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“What were you trying to do?” 


Danny sulked a little. “He’s not good enough 


for you.” 

“That’s no need to antagonise him, Danny.” 

“He’s caused enough trouble already.” 

“ld like to point out, Daniel, that | am still your 
boss and that who | choose to fuck is not your 
concern.” 

| didn’t really want to have this conversation 
because the morning had been so special. Danny 
was already becoming surly when | salvaged it the 
only way | knew how. | goosed his arse and flirted 
outrageously. “Unless, of course, the person | 
choose to fuck is your good self.” 

He couldn’t help but laugh at that. “In your 
dreams. Don’t | get a say in the matter myself?” 
He pretended to be coy then took me by surprise 
by squeezing my cheeks. “What if | wanted to fuck 
you?” 

“Get in line, Danny.” 

“Like, right behind that Ben guy?” 


“| dare say, Ben would like you right behind 


him. | still think there’s something not quite right 
in his relationship with that fag hag, Harriet.” 
“You just can’t stand the idea of some guy you 
fancy being interested in women, can you?” 
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“There could be a grain of truth in that, Danny 
boy.” 

There was little time left to banter. We dressed 

for our show. Both Danny and | would be bare 
butted for today’s demo but only | would be 
stripped to the waist, my apron tied securely low 
on my hips. There was not a lot of frying or cooking 
with oil that was likely to spit out over my bare 
Skin. Any serious pan frying could be done by 
Danny, who would don protective clothing for the 
duration. 

| slapped Danny’s arse in appreciation. “You'd 
make some gay boy very happy if you ever gave 


up that arse.” 


“Especially if that gay boy was you, | Suppose,” 
he said without rancour. 

| handed Danny a red marker pen and a 

scribble pad on which I’d jotted down a few words 
| wanted him to reproduce on my cheeks. He 
kneeled behind me and his touch rather excited 
me more than I’d expected so that | had to keep 
my back turned longer than I'd intended. He didn’t 
move from behind me after he’d finished. 

“What are you doing, Danny?” 

“Admiring the view. Wondering if | should take 
advantage of you in such a vulnerable position.” 
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He slapped me hard. “Nah, not worth losing my 
job over.” 

Our appearance brought the crowd to its feet, 

not in applause but in an effort to capture the 
moment on their cell phone cameras. I’m not sure 


anyone took much notice of the food, spectacular 


though it was, because they were confronted by 
the sight of my Six-Pack, Danny’s butt, and my 
butt on which had been graffitied, Property of Ben. 
Collect Le Dug lam tonight. That got the rumours 
started. The fun got even merrier when the strap 
on Danny’s apron tore and the bib kept falling 
down to his waist. Danny was a chunky lad, not 

as well developed as me, but still with a striking 
body and | could see members of the audience 
doing mental calculations as to our comparative 
desirability. 

Glaring at Danny and even presenting him 

with a safety pin did nothing to get him to cover 
up. There was only going to be one naked chef in 
this family. But the reaction was so good- 
humoured and the applause at the interval so loud 
and enduring that | thought Danny’s attempt to 
upstage me might benefit the tour. 

After a slap-on-the-wrist admonishment at 


interval, Danny sheepishly appeared in the second 
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half of our demo wearing a long sleeved turtle neck 
and a pair of loose-fitting casual trousers down 
past his ankles. The audience hooted when he 
appeared, eyes downcast, bottom lip quivering as 
if | had castigated him severely in our rest break 
while the tour roadies set up the props. 

As | prepared the dishes Danny kept fanning 
himself with a plate as if it were extremely hot in 
the carriage under the lights. He pulled at the neck 
of his sweater and began to gasp as if dying of 
thirst. Thinking something was seriously wrong | 
took a jug of water to him which he gulped down. 
As | turned to return to my workbench I snagged 
my fingers in his sweater. As | moved it broke away 
from Danny’s body, so that he was once again 
naked to the waist. 

The laughter and applause was thunderous. 


As was my temper by this time. There was an air 


of expectation so that when | went to retrieve 
Shellfish that Danny had prepared, somehow he 
arranged it so | got caught on his trousers and 
when | moved, they tore off leaving him clad only 
in a pair of tighty whities. Scrawled on the seat of 
his undies was Good enough to eat! 

Ben seemed puzzled by the shenanigans and 

| hoped | could placate his anger. We got through 
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the remainder of the cooking without me killing 
Danny and without further clothing mishaps. | 
dreaded to think what would have happened had 
| got too close to Danny’s underpants. 

Jan and Marsala had come to watch and 

stood at the back of the room. Marsala looked 
daggers at Danny, angry, | suppose, on my 
behalf. They were among the first people to 
surge forward at the conclusion of the 


performance. Ben and Harriet were also keen to 


speak to me. Danny stood to one side, receiving 
congratulations, but eyeing me suspiciously, 
frightened of my reaction. 

“What was that all about?” Ben asked. He 
didn’t seem too upset. 

Danny hung his head, waiting for the axe to 
fall. 

“Just something we thought we’d try out. 

Inject a light note into the tour before we get to 
the heavy cooking later. Not sure whether it 
worked.” 

“The audience loved it.” Harriet was at least 
being supportive. 

Marsala was snide. “I think someone needs to 
learn who the real star of the show is.” 

Danny winced. 
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“Not Danny’s fault. All my own idea. Just an 


experiment. It won’t happen again. Except maybe 


on the final night of the tour.” 

“Yes, | think it best to keep it under wraps.” 

Ben could be such an old fuddy duddy. 

“I thought it was undignified.” Marsala was 
determined to have the last word. “It’s not like the 
assistant has a half decent body.” 

| dragged Danny over to join the conversation 
and wrapped my arm around his shoulders. “For 
a straight boy, | think his body’s pretty damn 
hot.” 

Peter the photographer gave the thumbs up 
and dismantled his camera gear before heading 
over to join the conversation. 

The doctor who had looked after Danny 
approached the group who had grown suddenly 
quiet. His attempt at humour was met with icy 
silence. “I see you’ve managed to get through a 
whole day without an attempted murder. You’re 
doing very well for yourself.” 


There were enough murderous thoughts 


among the assembled that would have left a good 
half dozen bodies bloodied on the floor. 

“What did your wife think of the exhibition we 
made of ourselves tonight?” 

164 

Barry Lowe 

The doctor was still trying to work out why his 
humour had proven to be such a gaffe. “What? 
Oh, she’ll be sorry she missed it. She opted for the 
Scottish gentleman’s demonstration earlier so she 
could get some shopping in.” 

Peter waited for the conversation to die down 
before he interjected. “I got some great pictures. 
Maybe even a cover. You looked great Kade. You, 
too, Danny. Oh, the food is amazing as well.” But 
there was something on his mind. He wrinkled his 
forehead as if trying to place something, then 
shook his head as if talking to himself. “That’s not 
right. No, it’s not.” 


“What’s not right?” Ben asked. 


“It’s about the murder. | just realised. No, it’s 
definitely not right. But I’ll have to check my photos. 
| Know that will prove it one way or the other.” 
Peter was disturbing the others with his 

behaviour. “You want to talk about it, Peter.” 

“No, let me get my archives of the journey and 
double check. | wouldn’t like to accuse anyone 
without proof.” 

“I thought it was an accident?” Jan said. 

“Oh, no. Definitely murder.” Peter was 

distracted. He began to walk away. “l'Il come to 
your compartment when I’ve checked, Kade.” 
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“It will have to be tomorrow morning, Peter. 

I’m off to Le Dug tonight. | have to pay up on a bet 
| lost.” 

But he was gone. 

Harriet said what everyone was thinking. 


“Strange fellow.” 


We all said our goodbyes until only four of us 
remained, Marsala having been reluctantly 
dragged away by Jan as | told Ben, “Your one and 
only chance to claim your bet, Ben. Although | still 
think you’re cheating. But, be that as it may, I’ve 
always been a good sport.” 

Harriet obviously disagreed. “I’m not so sure 

of that, Kaden. Isn’t that venue closed to women?” 
“Oh, damn,” | sneered. “And Ben, no suits or 

ties. Strictly verboten. Rubber, jeans, leather, 
latex, uniforms. Or naked. Take your pick. And 
don’t be late.” 

| kept my arm tightly around Danny as we 

walked back to our berth. He was sombre. 

“Į let every assistant make one major mistake. 
Just one. Tonight you made yours.” 

He seemed contrite. “I’m sorry. The mood from 
this morning was catching.” 

“| do understand. And if it helps, I’ve done 


worse things in my life. But | have a reputation 
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and, for good or for bad, it’s how | make my 
living.” 

“It won’t happen again.” 

“I know.” 

| hugged him to me and turned to face him. 

He didn’t flinch when | planted a chaste, albeit 
wet, kiss on his lips. It was soft. It was delicious. 

| really wanted to go a lot further. But | restrained. 
Le Dug is so named because it’s on 
Duquesnoystraat, not far from Central Station 
where our tour train was in residence and just a 
little further from the Magritte Museum. A very 
chastened Danny decided to spend the night in 
our compartment while | was out getting my arse 
reamed by Ben - | hoped. 

It turned out to be Naked night at Le Dua. | 

was going to enjoy this and if Ben didn’t turn up 


to claim his prize then there was butthole aplenty 


for me to get my rocks off. | would bury my sorrow 
up to my balls in some stranger’s hole if the man 
of my dreams did not appear. | had never had so 
many naked butts or swinging pricks rubbed 
against 

my 

body 

both 

accidentally 

and 

intentionally. Fortunately, no one recognised me 
so | could pretty much get away with murder. | 
was impatient, beginning to think Ben was a no 
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show when | felt a strong hand slide across my 
butt cheek and into my crack at the same time he 
whispered, “You have no idea how long I’ve been 
waiting to do this.” 


“Revenge or desire, Ben?” | wriggled against 


his hand as he thumbed my hole. 

“A lot of both.” 

“Do me rough, Ben. Fuck me like you mean it. 
Make me feel it.” 

“You'll feel it all right. You won’t ever forget 
tonight.” 

As long as he kept up this performance it 

would be okay. If he reverted to his prissy self it 
would be a real turn off and | would have to get 
him off as quickly as possible. 

He dragged me to a more comfortable and less 
crowded area of the bar, pushing me roughly, face 
down, over a bar stool. | didn’t want any foreplay 
and he wasn’t offering any. | thought maybe later 
| could turn the tables on him and get to fuck that 
magnificent arse of his if | played my cards right. 
Ben pressed his thumb against the taut anal 
muscles, unprepared for them to part as easily as 
they did. I’d taken the precaution of pre-lubing. | 


didn’t want to suffer from a spit entry which might 


be okay for those used to going bitch for cock, but 
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my chute was much less used and much more 
virginal. 

| heard him snicker as his thumb entered my 
bowels. He flicked it around to widen me a little 
but | could tell from his perfunctory ministrations 
he wanted this to hurt. He spat in his hand and 
rubbed it into his cock. He repeated it and then 
shoved against my unready hole. Steeling myself 
against his thrust did not prepare me for the sear 
of pain. He grunted in my ear. “You're an arrogant 
bastard and | want this to hurt. | want you to feel 
every inch of me, to remember my cock all the rest 
of your days.” 

Who knew Ben was so romantic? 

He pushed harder, his cock bursting through, 
sinking into me until his balls were slapping 


against my cheeks. 


“Feel that, boy? That’s the sting of a real man’s 
cock. I’m gonna fuck you till you can’t stand any 
more. Till you beg me to stop. I’m gonna fill your 
guts with my spunk until it’s running out of you 
like a flood.” 

“Damn, Ben. That sounds so fuckin’ cool.” 

| wanted to play with my own cock; hard as 

nails against the padded seat of the bar stool but 
each time | attempted Ben swatted my hand away. 
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“No need to play with yourself, Kade. l'Il get you 
off just by fucking this pretty little arse of yours.” 
In your dreams, | thought. No one had ever 
managed that feat before and | didn’t believe he’d 
be the first. This night was turning out to be highly 
satisfactory. 

As | mouthed obscenities of what | wanted him 

to do to me, | noticed a guy standing watching, 


drinking beer from a bottle in one hand and slowly 


tugging at his meat with the other. / wou/dn’t mind 
slobbering over that while Ben filled me from 
behind. 

As if he could read my mind, Ben whispered, 

“You like his cock, boy? You want it in your mouth 
while | pound your arse? You want to be a cock 
Slut, fed from both ends at once?” 

| grunted my compliance as Ben’s strokes 

rocked me on the stool. He beckoned the guy over. 
Less muscle than was generally my type, 
something soft about him, but not his cock. No 
siree. That was well above average and thick 
enough that it would stretch my lips. | couldn’t 

tell what nationality he was and he spoke only in 
grunts. He positioned his prick on my tongue and 
slid it home, making me gag as he slipped all the 
way into my mouth in one fluid motion. 
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It was a nice piece of meat and | would be 


happy to suck on it for hours. But both Ben and 
the stranger had other ideas. They began to slam 
me hard, almost like they wanted to bust me 
open. They battled for superiority and all | could 
do was ride the hurricane, my arse and lips 
bearing the brunt of their passion. | choked, 
almost spewing but managed to keep the gag 
reflex subdued while | twitched my arse muscles 
around Ben’s cock in an effort to squeeze his 
spunk out. 

| felt like such a slut and, truth be told, | was 
happy to be submissive for a while. It wouldn’t be 
permanent, but for a short period | could let others 
control the pace. Ben stopped the action to swap 
positions with the stranger, plunging his funky 
tasting cock that had been up my arse into my 
throat. It was just as well my mouth was full 
because when the stranger rammed his cock into 
my guts | wanted to scream. He was a big fucker, 


thicker than Ben if not as long. And he knew what 


he was doing, angling his cock at my prostate. 
Every time he managed to rub his cock against it, 
my own prick oozed a little more pre-cum. 

“Suck it, baby. Let me feel your hot throat 

taking my cock. You like sucking my cock, boy? 
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You like Ben sticking it to you, you arrogant prick. 
Take it, boy. Choke on it!” he held my head tightly 
in his hands, forcing me to look up at him as he 
sank his manhood deep inside me. 

My arse was taking a pounding too until they 
swapped again. Ben had held off until he could 
get back to where he wanted to dump his load. He 
pushed in, giving me a rough ride as | clenched 
my sphincter every time he entered me until he 
could hold off no longer and dumped a huge wad 
inside me. | felt every twitch, every squirt. Ben 
forced me to lick his salty cock clean while the 


stranger took his place. Apart from a few rutting 


sounds he remained silent until he showered my 
innards with his sperm when he swore volubly in 
French. | loved the sound of it. 

By the time | recovered my breath, both Ben 

and the stranger had disappeared, and my arse 
was a swamp of cock cream. | still hadn’t cum. 
Rather selfish of Ben, | thought. After all, | had 
taken care of his needs on the London Eye. The 
least he could have done was reciprocate. | had 

a few more beers, not my favourite alcohol, and 
sought an arse that | wanted to seed. | found 

one and, as it was getting late, unceremoniously 
deposited my lot inside him in record time. 

172 

Barry Lowe 

| had to get back to the train and sleep off my 
sex hangover, to be ready for another demo in the 
morning. | needed a piss. | didn’t want to go back 
inside once | was on the street and it seemed 


downright rude to do it against a building. | had 


an idea. Not one of my brightest. 

Manneken Piss. The symbol of Brussels. You 
gotta love a city whose most famous symbol is a 
little boy pissing. | stumbled through the streets, 
Slightly pissed myself. | laughed at my own joke. 
There was no one else around to hear me. A few 
hundred metres from the Town Hall, from the 
Grande plaza, | reached my destination. It was 
much smaller than | expected it to be. A small 
bronze boy, atop a concrete pillar. It was fenced 
off but | didn’t need to be close. | unzipped and 
dragged out my cock, aiming to mingle my piss 
with the boy sculpture. My bladder fit to burst; 
the piss arced and flew into the air. | didn’t care 
where | aimed. | needed it out. When the flow 
eventually subsided | thought | saw something 
odd in the pool into which the boy was pissing. 
Yes, it was odd. | clambered over the metal fence 
and dropped to my knees. 


Staring up at me from under the water in the 


pool, the little boy’s stream stirring the bloody 
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water; was a face | knew. Peter the photographer 
gazed lifelessly, the blood from the savage slice to 
his throat turning the pool crimson. | threw up in 
the pond. 
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Whores d’Oeuvres 

LONDON 

Carrots with Rum Raisins 

(serves 4) 

INGREDIENTS: 

2 cup rum 

12 Cup raisins 

8 pearl (Small white round) onions, peeled and cut in 
half 

3 tbs stick margarine or butter 


500g/1lb baby carrots 


1⁄2 cup dry white wine or apple juice 

3⁄4 tsp finely chopped fresh dill 

3⁄4 tsp salt 

1⁄4 tsp crushed red pepper 

3⁄4 Cup whipping cream 

PREPARATION: 

Pour rum over raisins. Let stand 30 minutes. 

Cook onions in margarine over low heat for five min- 
utes, stirring occasionally, until onions begin to soft- 
en. Stir in carrots and raisins with rum marinade. 
Cook, stirring occasionally, until liquid has evaporat- 
ed. Stir in wine, dill, salt and red pepper. 

Cover and cook over medium heat 25 minutes, stir- 
ring occasionally, until carrots are tender. 

Stir in whipping cream. Heat to boiling. Boil uncov- 
ered 5 minutes, stirring occasionally. 

PARIS 

Brie en croûte 

(serves 6-8) 


INGREDIENTS: 


2 sheets of rounded puff pastry 

500g/1lb wheel of Brie cheese 

2 cup fig jam 

1⁄4 Cup toasted slivered almonds 

PREPARATION: 

Place one sheet of puff pastry on a pie pan. Place the 
wheel of Brie on top, then spread jam on top, 
smearing a little on the pastry. Sprinkle with almonds 
and place the other pastry sheet on top. Roll the edges 
of the pastry together and seal. 

Bake at 190°C /375°F for 25 minutes. Remove from 
the oven and allow the pastry to cool slightly before 
serving. 

BRUSSELS 

Belgian Endive Canapés 

(serves 8) 

INGREDIENTS: 

2 heads endive 

1tbl extra-virgin olive oil 


2 tsp garlic powder 


2 tsp lemon juice 

¥ tsp lemon zest 

1 tsp champagne vinegar 

2 zucchini, washed and roughly chopped 

1 yellow squash, washed and roughly chopped 

1 shallot, finely chopped 

Y% cup flat leaf parsley, chopped 

12 tsp black pepper, freshly ground 

1 tsp paprika 

PREPARATION: 

Trim the ends off the endive, separate the leaves, rinse 
well, discarding any leaves with rust. Drain well. 
Whisk the olive oil, garlic powder, lemon juice, lemon 
zest, and champagne vinegar until well blended. To 
the bowl, mix in the zucchini, yellow squash, shallot, 
parsley, and black pepper. Spoon the vegetables 
equally into each endive leaf. Garnish with the 
paprika. 

PRAGUE 


Czech Smoked Trout 


(serves 4 - 6) 

INGREDIENTS: 

125g/Y%lb smoked trout 

1 French baguette 

3 tblsp butter 

2 eggs, hard-boiled and sliced 

2 tblsp chives, chopped 

Salt and freshly ground black pepper to taste 

1 lemon, cut into wedges 

PREPARATION: 

Slice the French bread thinly across a shallow 
diagonal. Butter the bread and then place an egg slice 
and a piece of trout on each portion. Sprinkle with 
salt, freshly ground black pepper, and chopped 
chives. Serve with lemon wedges. 

VIENNA 

Kasestangerl (Cheddar Cheese Sticks) 

(serves 6-8) 

INGREDIENTS: 


2 cups flour 


1 cup grated cheddar cheese 

1 cup softened butter 

salt and paprika to taste 

1 beaten egg 

' cup grated Parmesan 

PREPARATION: 

Combine 2 cups flour, 1 cup grated cheddar cheese, 
1 cup softened butter, plus salt and paprika to taste. 
Chill the dough for 30 minutes and roll it out to 
approximately %cm/Yinch thickness on a floured 
board. Paint the surface beaten egg, dust with % cup 
grated Parmesan, and cut the dough into 2.5cm/1 
inch squares. Bake the squares on an unbuttered 
baking sheet in a moderate oven until golden (about 
15 minutes). Serve hot 

VEGAN 

Asparagus Spring Rolls 

(18-24 slices) 

INGREDIENTS: 


500g/1lb asparagus 


3⁄4 Cup fresh mint leaves 

3-4 cilantro leaves 

1 mango or papaya 

Fresh ginger, 2-inch piece 

' red pepper 

1⁄2 cup dry roasted, salted peanuts, chopped 

2 cups fresh bean sprouts 

6-8 sheets dried rice paper spring roll wrappers 

Y4 cup store-bought Asian Sweet Chili sauce 

Juice of 1 lime 

PREPARATION: 

Blanche asparagus in boiling salted water until tender 
to the bite (3-5 minutes). Peel and julienne mango or 
papaya and ginger. Julienne bell pepper. Set aside 
with remaining filling ingredients. 

Fill a large bowl with hot water. Working with one 
wrapper at a time, slip rice paper wrapper into water 
until pliable, (about 1 minute). Place wrapper on 
cutting board. In the centre, place 3 to 4 asparagus 


spears with the tips coming off the end of the wrapper 


Slightly, 3 to 4 mango or papaya slices, 3 to 4 pepper 
Slices, 3 tablespoons sprouts, 2 tablespoons herbs, 
sprinkling of ginger and peanuts. Roll the wrapper 
from the bottom up, tightly. Leaving the ends open. 
Set aside and cover with a damp towel. Finish with 
remaining wrappers. When ready to serve, slice 
wrappers into 3 segments each and stand upright on 
a serving platter. 

Mix chili sauce and lime juice together as a dipping 


Sauce. 
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“Seasoning is an important facet 


of good cuisine, as it is in 


good lovemaking. Just don’t 

mistake the paprika 

for the lube.” 

~ The Six-Pack Chef 

Fourth Course: 

Beefed Up And Porked 

| had the good manners to turn my head before 

| threw up. That way | missed spewing all over 
Peter, my poor dead photographer, drowned in the 
pool at the base of Manneken Piss. That cleared 
my head enough that | did wonder if the killer was 
still in the vicinity watching my every move. Or 
whether strangers on their way home had 
stumbled across the scene and were at this very 
moment calling the police. It was only natural, 
therefore, that | jumped when | felt a strong arm 
clamped down on my shoulder. 

“We should get out of here,” the voice 

whispered in my ear. “We can report it when we 
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get back to the train.” Danny pulled me away 
from the grisly scene, his arm around me for 
Support. 

| have little recollection of our journey back. 

My mind was a swirl of activity, not least coming 
to the conclusion that someone was really out to 
‘get’ me, and that everywhere | went people ended 
up dead. Thank goodness for Danny; he’d 
managed to extricate me from a number of sticky 
situations which got me thinking, | really must 
give him a wage increase. However, there was the 
niggling question of what Danny was doing close 
to the murder scene when | just happened to 
stumble on it. There was also his close proximity 
to the murder in the toilet on the Eurostar. 
Obviously our Parisian flatfoot, Inspecteur 

Barzun, also had these same ideas. Danny had 
woken him as soon as we got back to the train and 
he’d organised for all the tour VIPs to meet in the 


bar. He wanted a head start on his Belgian 


counterparts before they arrived. 

“I’m sorry to wake you all in the early hours 

of the morning,” he announced, a little too full of 
his own self-importance for my liking. “But | need 
to ask you all a few questions and prepare you for 
when the Belgian police arrive shortly.” 
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“What have we to do with the Belgian police?” 
Cwm humphed. 

“Let me guess,” the doctor interrupted as he 
entered the carriage with his medical bag, “There’s 
been another murder?” 

There was a melodramatic gasp. 

The doctor had been called from his berth by 
Barzun’s offsider, the dandruffious Dupin, who 
leaned close to his boss’s ear to whisper. 

Danny was close enough to hear the 

conversation because | saw his face cloud. 


“Thank you for coming, doctor. We may have 


need of your services.” Barzun nodded politely. 
There was a buzz of scarcely repressed 

excitement in the railway car; after all, the tour 
chefs were all accounted for, as were the VIPS. | 
could see people glancing around the small group 
to ascertain if anyone were missing. 

“Oh my god,” Corinda choked. “Where’s Peter? 

Tell me it isn’t Peter?” 

She had more cause than the others for distress. 
He’d been responsible for some of the magnificent 
photographic work in her best selling English 
Puddings, which accompanied the television series 
that catapulted her to fame. Cwm moved quickly to 
comfort her, while others stared open mouthed. 
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“I’m afraid it’s true. M. Reznor...,” he coughed 
discreetly, “chanced upon the photographer’s body 
less than an hour ago.” 


“How...how did he die?” Corinda managed to 


ask. 

“He was found submerged in a fountain,” 

Barzun answered coyly. 

“So he drowned.” Haggis looked a little worse 
for wear, his eyes bloodshot. He’d been on the 
grog. “He could have been pissed and fallen in.” 
“Agreed,” Inspecteur Barzun smiled. He was 
enjoying his Hercule Poirot moment. “But he 
would have had to cut his throat from ear to ear 
before doing so and | very much doubt the local 
police will find the weapon clutched tightly in his 
own hand.” 

Corinda let out a wail that embarrassed us all 
because it brought home the fact we were talking 
about a human life that had been cruelly snuffed 
out. 

“When was the last time you all saw him?” 
Barzun asked. 

Cwm jumped in. “Most of us were here in the 


bar this evening...” 


Haggis confirmed what I'd already suspected, 
“Making a night of it.” 
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“Making a night of it?” Barzun was puzzled. 

“Not often we're offered all the booze we can 
drink for free,” Haggis replied. 

“Ah, | see. And you were all here?” 

“Let me see.” Haggis thought about it. “Cwm, 
Corinda, Rhu, Strawberry and myself. We were 
here until quite late. Getting a bit noisy, I’m afraid. 
Young Marsala was playing the piano, Jan was 
with him. They left earlier than the rest of us.” 
Barzun switched his keen gaze onto the pair 
standing close together as if for protection. He 
jotted something in his little notebook. Jan went 
a rhubarb shade of pink. 

“That will do until we find the exact time of 
death,” Barzun said, turning his attention to Ben. 


“No, you don’t understand, Inspecteur,” 


Corinda sobbed while drying her eyes. “That 
makes us doubly suspects.” 

He smiled at her indulgently. “Why is that, 

Miss Cumshaw?” 

Strawberry, who had until now been content 

to take a back seat, stepped forward. “Because 
sometime around 10 o’clock, | think it was. Can 
someone confirm that time?” A number of heads 
nodded. “Peter came rushing into the bar, all 
flushed and excited, muttering something along 
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the lines of ‘I knew | was right. There’s been 
something fishy about this whole thing from the 
beginning. | must tell Buddy straight away.’ Then, 
he sort of realised where he was, and asked if we 
knew Mr. Reznor’s whereabouts. | told him | 
thought Mr. Reznor had gone to a bar, something 
to do with losing a bet. Peter looked frightened to 


me, Inspecteur. He rushed out muttering under 


his breath.” 

“Thank you so much, Strawberry, now we are 

all under a cloud,” Cwm said sarcastically. 

“Not so,” Strawberry added. “It wasn’t the first 
time he'd said it. If you recall, he mentioned 
something very similar earlier in the evening while 
everyone here was present, so the suspicion would 
still have encompassed all of us.” 

“Unless, of course, it was one of those 

unfortunate random murders for drug money or 
revenge,” Rhu said hopefully. 

“Not likely, old girl,” Haggis chortled. “Anyone 
worth their salt who’s read Agatha Christie would 
know you’re just asking to be killed running 
around spouting off like Peter was.” 

“The oldest cliché in the book,” Harriet ventured. 

| glanced at her and she was gripping Ben’s 

arm a little too tightly. Definitely the clinging type. 
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“Mesdames et monsieurs, we are not here to 
discuss the intricacies or otherwise of the 
inestimable Miss Christie’s novels. Did anyone see 
Peter after this outburst?” 

| saw Marsala push Jan forward. “We did, 
Inspecteur,” he admitted. “We went to our cabin 
about half an hour after he left the bar and we 
were...uh...preparing for bed...” 

Strawberry glared at me, obviously peeved that 

| had not rescued her son for the Dutch pretender 
to his heart, but | pretended not to notice. 

“There was loud banging on the cabin door 

next to ours,” Marsala took over. Jan’s account 
was hesitant and embarrassed. Marsala was much 
more confident. “The person was making so much 
noise | put my head out the door. It was Peter, still 
looking for Buddy...” | saw Jan give his boyfriend 

a filthy look over the use of my familiar name. He 
corrected himself. “Mr. Reznor has the berth next 


to ours. As | looked along the corridor, | saw Peter 


slide something under the door.” 

Barzun turned on me, “Have you been back to 
your cabin since your return?” 

Danny was already waving the keys at Dupin 
who snatched them and disappeared from the 
bar. 
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“Continue.” 

“Į just told him that neither Danny nor Mr. 
Reznor was in.” 

Barzun was wary. “Precisely how did you know 
that?” 

“Um, because after Jan and | had finished—” 

He stopped. Haggis snickered, Strawberry looked 
mortified. “Let’s just say, that while | was taking 
a shower, | tried the bathroom door, which 
interconnects with Mr. Reznor’s room. It opened 
and their compartment was empty.” 


“Why would you do a thing like that?” 


Inspecteur Barzun asked. 

| could see Jan was asking himself the same 

thing and had come up with the only reasonable 
answer. His anger was simmering. 

“Earlier on the trip, Mr. Reznor had 

complained that his door seemed to stick and | 
wanted to see if there was anything | could do from 
our side to make it easier.” 

“I see. And what was Peter’s reaction.” 

“He muttered something about it being urgent 
and wandered off back down the train.” 

Danny piped up. “Inspecteur, as we are alla 

little tired, would you mind if | made us all a coffee 
here at the bar?” 
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“I'd kill for a cup of tea,” Corinda said, then 
realising her gaffe, burst into tears. 

“There, there,” Cwm soothed. | don’t think the 


inspecteur thinks you meant it literally. 


Barzun nodded curtly to Danny who went 

behind the bar to find the necessaries. He filled 
the large tank with water, packed the filter with 
ground beans, so that soon the car was filled with 
the warm relaxing aroma of comforting coffee. 
Corinda and Strawberry settled for a tea. | craved 
something stronger but decided against it. | 
needed all my wits about me. 

“Perhaps | can add a coda to the Peter mystery, 
Inspecteur,” the doctor said. “I was strolling up 
and down the platform, | find the carriages a trifle 
claustrophobic, plus my wife has a tendency to 
snore rather irritatingly. | was taking the 
opportunity to stretch my legs, when the 
photographer disembarked from the train and 
hurried off toward the city centre.” 

“What was his mood?” Barzun queried. 

“I can’t say that I took all that much notice, 

but he did seem...| Suppose I’d have to say he 


appeared agitated.” 


At that moment Dupin reappeared, himself 
looking a little agitated. He and Barzun conferred 
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in a corner before Barzun, less than happy, made 
his announcement. “It seems person or persons 
unknown forced the lock on Mr. Reznor’s room 
and have obviously removed whatever it was the 
photographer had slipped under the door. Unless, 
of course, it was you M. Daiquiri who was 
responsible for the break-in.” 

“Why would | need to do that, Inspecteur?” 
Marsala smiled smugly. “First of all, | could have 
refrained from telling you about the package at all 
as | was the only one who knew about it. More 
importantly, | would only have had to slip through 
the connecting bathroom door to retrieve it. Of 
course, there may have been someone else in the 
corridor who witnessed what he was doing. Or he 


may have told someone.” 


Marsala’s moment of gloating was short lived 
for there was a sudden shriek. All attention 
turned to Harriet. Danny stood thunderstruck; 
clearly appalled that he had somehow managed 
to spill a cup of coffee down the front of Harriet’s 
rather expensive dressing gown. Ben glared at 
Danny as he apologised so profusely it would 
have been cavalier not to forgive him. 
Nevertheless, he grabbed a clean cloth from the 
bar and pressed it against the coffee spill in her 
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lap and down her chest, managing to soak up 
most of the liquid. 

“That will leave an awful stain,” Cwm advised. 
“And such a lovely gown. Ruined,” Rhu added. 

| smiled. “l'Il be more than happy to pay for a 
replacement.” 

“That won’t be necessary, Mr. Reznor. I’m sure 


it was an accident,” Harriet said kindly. 


Barzun was impatient to get back to his 
interrogation, particularly now that we were all 
beginning to wake up. “We've established where 
those among you who remained on the train were. 
Now, where were you?” He turned to Ben. He 
obviously expected the obvious answer that he 
had been with Harriet. 

“Ah...” Ben prevaricated, looking to me for help. 
“He was with me, Inspecteur,” | said. 

“So you are each other’s alibi?” 

“Only for part of the evening,” | said truthfully. 
“And where exactly did you go?” 

| was afraid he was going to ask that question. 
“We went to Le Dug,” | said. “Ben and | had a 
wager; | forced him to accompany me.” 
“Forced?” the inspecteur asked. 

“If he wanted to claim his prize he had to come 
to the club to get it.” 
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Ben was squirming, much to Barzun’s delight. 
Everyone in the carriage was riveted by the drama 
that was unfolding. 

“And what was the prize exactly?” 

“Um...l’d rather | told you in private,” Ben 
pleaded. 

“There can be no secrets in a murder 
investigation, monsieur,’ he said, although | 
thought that statement was stretching the truth 

a little. 

Ben looked daggers at him. Harriet clasped his 
arm in Support. 

“It’s all right, darling,” she said. “Go ahead and 
tell him.” 

Ben sighed. He knew how childish he was 

going to sound. | smiled at his discomfort. “Kaden 
and | had this silly bet...He didn’t believe | had a 
fiancée. He didn’t want to believe | had a fiancée 
for reasons I'll leave him to explain.” 


“No, monsieur,” the inspecteur interrupted. 


“ld like to hear your explanation.” 

“Oh, very well,” Ben said impatiently. “Kaden 
Reznor is in love with me. There! Is everyone happy 
now? So it was to his advantage to believe | was 
not only gay, but available when, in fact, | am 
neither.” 
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| almost choked on my coffee. In love with 

Ben? | thought I’d better put the record straight, 
so to speak. 

“Ahem,” | said settle the hubbub. “I wish to 

place on the record that, yes, it’s true | did not 
believe he had a fiancée.” | neglected to mention | 
still didn’t believe it. “But, | am not now nor have 

| ever been in love with Ben. In lust with his 
gorgeous delectable arse? Guilty as charged. 
That’s as far as it goes.” 

| looked around the carriage. Danny nodded 


encouragement. Ben looked as though he would 


like to throttle me. Jan put his arm protectively 
around Marsala who frowned furiously at the 
news. Strawberry also looked less than impressed 
with the revelation. 

Barzun was impatient. “What was the prize?” 
There was dead silence for what seemed an 
interminable 

moment, 

broken 

by 

Harriet. 

“Inspecteur, they’re too proud to tell you they bet 
their arses over my existence.” 

“Arses?” 

“All you need to know is that Mr. Reznor 
consented to allow Ben to penetrate his arse if | 
existed. As you see, | do exist; therefore Ben went 
to club to claim his prize.” 
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Jan was delighted. “You fucked him in the 
arse?” Ben nodded, and Jan was quick to shake 
his hand. “So many people have wanted to do that. 
May | be the first to congratulate you.” 

The inspecteur was chagrined at being 
upstaged. “And you didn’t mind that your 
husband-to-be did this thing?” 

“I’m a modern woman, inspecteur. In fact, | 
wanted to join in, Or, at the very least, watch.” 
That was too much for Rhu, who spat, “Trollop.” 
Turning to Ben, Barzun asked. “Is this the 
truth?” 

“Yes, l'm afraid it is.” 

“So, you went to this bar and...” Barzun was 
encouraging details. 

“For god’s sake! | fucked him! | fucked his 
arrogant smug arse!” 

“Did anyone see you?” Barzun could scarcely 
contain himself. 


“AS a matter of fact, another man at the bar 


joined in. Satisfied?” 

Ben was talking to Barzun but | answered, 
“Very.” 

Harriet looked amused, while Ben huffed in 
disgust. 

“Is there any proof of this...this encounter?” 
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“I have all the proof right here,” | said, patting 
my butt. 

| noticed a few members of The Gravy 

Train entourage turned quite pale at my 
announcement. 

“Well, we will have to see for ourselves in a 
moment. You have everything you need, doctor?” 
He nodded his head. 

“Now, mademoiselle, as you have been so 
candid up until now, perhaps you could tell me 
where you were earlier this evening.” 


Harriet suddenly looked less sure of herself. 


“I was with Ben, of course.” 

“Ah, there is no ‘of course’ about it. Where were 
you while he was at the club with M. Reznor and 
the stranger?” 

She looked to Ben for help. “You don’t believe 
she cut Peter’s throat, do you?” 

“Anything is possible until proven otherwise,” 
Barzun said. “Where were you?” 

Harriet said quietly, “I was in my cabin.” 
Corinda butted in. “No, you weren't. | knocked 
on your door to ask you to join us in the club car 
but there was no answer. We knocked for 
positively ages, didn’t we, Cwm?” 

“Indeed, we did.” 
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All eyes were on Harriet, who appeared 
flustered. Ben squeezed her hand tightly. 

Danny sighed theatrically. “Inspecteur, you 


put the lady in an invidious situation. As well as 


myself. To protect her from the accusation of 
murder | must tarnish her reputation as a woman. 
Yes, Miss Cumshaw we heard you knocking on 
the door of the cabin, it was about...” 

“8.30...” 

“Yes, around 8.30. | remember looking at my 
watch in case it was Ben returned early. The truth 
is, Barzun, | was in the berth with Harriet.” 

We all waited for her to deny it. She didn’t. 

Ben’s mouth was open. 

“Close your mouth, Ben. Darling, if it was good 
enough for you to go off and bugger the bum off 
Kaden then surely you should have no complaints 
if young and virile Daniel here did the same to 
me.” 

Strawberry high-fived her. “Right on, sister!” 

Ben still hadn’t found his tongue and kept 

looking between Harriet and Danny in amazement. 
“That’s everyone accounted for then,” Barzun 


said closing his little notebook. M. Reznor, if you 


would be so good as to accompany the doctor and 
myself to your compartment.” 
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| didn’t have any choice in the matter and 

Barzun shoved me roughly along the corridor. 
Whoever had broken into my compartment 

had made a mess of the door, so Barzun stood 
with his back to it while | removed my trousers 
and my underwear. | assumed the position as the 
doctor put on surgical gloves to take a swab from 
inside my arse. It was getting to be a habit. 

“I was wondering if you would recommend 
taking out extra insurance for the remainder of 
the trip, Inspecteur Barzun?” the doctor enquired 
facetiously. 

“My recommendation would be to catch the 

first plane back to your country and leave this 
voyage of the damned behind.” 


“Do you think there will be more murders then?” 


“We're not really sure if they are all connected 
yet?” 

“Surely...” 

“There’s no surely about anything, doctor.” 

The doctor grumbled as he marked the 

specimen for examination and sealed the plastic 
container inside a plastic bag, ready to hand over 
to the Belgian police. 

“Merci. Please be so good as to prepare an 
invoice for your time. Bon soir.” 
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The doctor left us, still grumbling. | reached 

down to retrieve my trousers; | did not fancy 
spending any more of my time naked in front of 
Barzun than absolutely essential. He’d treated me 
abysmally at the Eiffel Tower, but mainly because 
he was balls achingly hot and | was afraid | would 
not be able to control his effect on my more 


impressionable body part. 


“Leave them off,” he commanded in a voice 

that brooked no argument. “And lose the shirt 
while you're at it.” 

| pulled it over my head and leaned back 

totally naked on the seat, pulling up my knees to 
hide my cock, already half erect from the 
aphrodisiacal qualities of being vulnerable in front 
of a French detective. He slammed the door to the 
cabin with such force it jammed shut, preventing 
anyone from entering. There could have been any 
number of reasons for doing so beginning with a 
desire to discuss the vagaries of French cuisine. 
Alternatively, he intended beating the shit out of 
me. 

When he grabbed my wrists | was so surprised 

| had neither the time nor the inclination to 
struggle and, as a result, found myself 
handcuffed above my head and the link between 
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the cuffs wedged behind a metal strut at the end 
of the seat. 

“Now, hold on Barzun,” | yelled. “I didn’t kill 

the photographer. Or any of the others.” 

He smiled as he picked up the cord from 

Danny’s laptop. It crossed my mind that, 
incredible as it may seem, that Barzun was the 
murderer. Keeping my voice as level and 
emotionless as | could, | asked, “Were you by any 
chance on the train from London to Paris?” 

“Ah, M. Reznor. Now you're beginning to use 

your brain rather than your cock.” 

| attempted to kick him as he made a lunge 

for my feet, but he was too swift for me, yanking 
them over my head making it difficult for me to 
topple him. Not that it would achieve much as my 
hands were securely pinned; only the key or 
wrenching the metal pole from the wall would have 
freed me. Neither was an option at present. 


“Relax, M. Reznor. | have no intention of killing 


you. At least not yet.” He must have been a sailor 
or a boy scout because he expertly tied my legs 
up and over my body. He stood back to admire his 
craftsmanship. And, just maybe, my right royally 
exposed arsehole. 

“Enjoying the view,” | said sarcastically. 
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“Ah, Buddy. May | call you Buddy? Well, it’s 

no matter whether you want me to or not. Seems 
particularly stupid to call such an intimate 
acquaintance M. Reznor, don’t you think?” 

“To be perfectly honest, Barzun, | haven’t given 

it a second’s thought.” 

“Any more than you have the three dead 

bodies you’ve left in your wake?” 

“That’s unfair. | didn’t kill them. It’s not my 

job to track down murderers.” 

“You could be more co-operative with the 


police?” 


“It’s hard not to co-operate when you’re 
handcuffed to the wall with your legs in the air.” 
“You have no idea, Buddy, what a magnifique 
sight you are. If | had a camera...” 

“If you think | have Peter’s camera why don’t 
you go ahead and search. | haven’t got it. Besides, 
he downloads all his pics to his computer each 
night.” 

“That has gone missing as well.” 

“So, obviously, there’s something in the 
photographs he took that will lead you to the 
murderer.” | thought my deduction was pretty 
clever. 

“Or murderers.” 
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| decided to take a chance because | didn’t like 
the look on Barzun’s face. He was flushed, 
distracted, acting very suspiciously. More like a 


criminal than a cop. | wondered if his bona fides 


could stand close scrutiny. “Look, I’m not a big 
fan of those TV detective series where the killer 
bores us all to tears with his motives and his 
deprived childhood, boo hoo, and so on and so 
forth. | don’t expect anyone to come rushing to my 
rescue at the last minute as you’re about to drive 
your stiletto up my arse or however you intend to 
dispose of me.” 

“Ah, like the poor English king, Edward II.” 

“In his case, a hot poker, but | assume you 

don’t have such an implement handy.” 

“Oh? You would be very surprised.” 

| lifted my head to look at his crotch. It did, 
indeed, seem to be very full beneath his trousers. 
| could have sworn he was hard. He ran his hand 
down my leg to my vulnerable spot. 

“You know, Barzun, if that’s what you’re after 

all you had to do was ask.” 

“| prefer not to. | like my men to struggle.” 


“Whatever shakes your booties, mate.” 


“Will you struggle for me?” 

“Depends on what you have in mind?” 
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“You do disappoint me, Buddy. | thought you 
were dominant but everywhere | look, Buddy 
Reznor is giving up his arse to anyone who wants 
it. The waiter at Le Jules Verne, your friend Ben. 
So, why not a humble policeman?” 

“You're far from a humble copper, Barzun. 

And, for your information, | lost a bet to Ben, 
although | still question the result. And I’m not 
one to welch. Second, the waiter was going to 
return the favour but was murdered before we had 
the chance. Thirdly, | was topping the man in the 
first class toilet on the Eurostar.” 

“What is that famous English expression? 
Methinks the lady doth protest too much.” 

That did it! | was angry now. Barzun’s 


imputations 


struggled, 

ineffectually, against my bondage. 

“I have hit a raw nerve.” He slapped my butt 
cheek hard enough to force my head back against 
the cabin wall. Then did the same to the other 
cheek. It stung rather than hurt. 

“Come on, you bastard, give it all you’ve got!” 

| yelled at him. | was tired of playing games. 

That was enough for him. He laid into my arse 
with his hands, beating me until | could feel the 
blood tingle in my butt. He grabbed one of my 
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nipples between his thumb and middle finger and 
squeezed until the nail bit into my flesh. He repeated 


the exercise on the second nipple, before squeezing 


my balls and flicking my hole almost as if in 
contempt, then he turned his attention to my cock. 
“Why do you think so many people around you 
turn up dead?” he asked quietly. 

“I wish | knew.” 

“Could it be they reject your advances?” 
“Hardly. The only one of the three | had not 
had sex with was Peter.” 

“Did you want to?” 

“I would not have turned him down,” | 
answered truthfully. 

“Did he turn you down?” 

“I never asked. He told me he was straight, | 
accepted it.” 

“That did not stop you with your friend Ben.” 
“| didn’t know he was straight when we first 
did it. Not really. Anyway, straight, nah. Bi, 
maybe. Gay, definitely.” 

“You think the delectable Harriet is his, what 


is the word, beard?” 


| nodded. 

“What are we to make of these deaths, 

Buddy?” As he spoke, he thumbed my arsehole 
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casually as if he were doing no more than patting 
a particularly affectionate pet. But it was doing 
things to my psyche and | was finding it hard to 
concentrate. 

“And your assistant, Daniel. What do you 

know about him?” 

“Absolutely nothing at all,” | gasped. 

“Any of these people could be out to do you 
harm.” 

“Why would anyone want to harm me?” | really 
didn’t think | had the sort of enemies that would 
wish me that much harm. “Praying for my ratings 
to plummet or for me to get fat, maybe, but 
nothing as serious as murder. Besides, no one has 


made an attempt on my life.” 


“In the train toilet when you were with that 

Rex person.” 

“Why didn’t they finish me off?” 

“Not enough time.” 

“Listen, Barzun, as you don’t seem to be in 

any great hurry to kill me, how about untying my 
legs, they’re starting to go to sleep. | promise | 
won't try to escape.” 

“Oh, | Know you will not escape, Buddy. Have 

no doubt about that.” He turned on me with a flick 
knife, its blade bloodied with gore. He advanced 
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on me, running the cruel blade along my perineum 
to my balls, while burying three fingers in my 
Sloppy hole, finger fucking me so vigorously | was 
in danger of orgasm. | could scarcely control my 
moans of pleasure when suddenly the connecting 
bathroom door flew open and | saw Marsala’s 


startled look as he peered into the cabin. Barzun 


slammed the door shut with his foot but he could 
not prevent Marsala’s frantic fists beating against 
the wood panelling or his angry shouts. 

Barzun cut the computer cord binding my 

legs and they fell heavily on to the seat. He 
tossed the keys to the cuffs on the bed before 
heading for the door. He paused. “In case you’re 
wondering about the knife. | found it hidden in 
one of your drawers, in a most amateur fashion 
if | may say so, while the doctor was examining 
you. | suspect we'll find it’s the murder weapon. 
Someone, M. Reznor, is trying to frame you. Be 
very careful.” So saying he retracted the knife 
and placed it in a plastic bag and then in his 
coat pocket before yanking open the door just 
as Danny turned up, alerted by Marsala’s 
screams. Barzun turned to me from the 

doorway. “Don’t think I’ve finished with you, M. 
Reznor. l'Il see you in Alcatraz.” 
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Danny retrieved the key and soon had me 
unlocked. He massaged my wrists as Marsala 
catapulted through the bathroom door, having 
splintered the lock, and flung his arms about my 
neck, sobbing hysterically. “I thought he was going 
to kill you. Thank god, you’re all right. | don’t know 
what | would have done if he’d gutted you.” He 
was lathering my face with kisses as | tried, 
unsuccessfully, to untangle him from my body, 
particularly as | was still naked. When | looked up 

| saw Jan glaring, not at all impressed his 
boyfriend was crying and swearing undying love 
to his naked competition. 

“It’s not what it looks like, Jan,” | said. “Your 

very brave boyfriend just saved my life and could 
have been stabbed in the process. | think he’s just 
a little in shock.” 

Marsala wiped his eyes and looked up at Jan. 


“It all happened so fast. It was awful.” As he got 


up he still managed to squeeze my cock 
affectionately unseen by the man at the door but 
well within the view of Danny who turned his nose 
up at the liberty. 

Jan snorted. “The Belgian police are here and 
want to talk to all of us. You, in particular,” he said, 
pointing to me with what seemed fiendish delight. 
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Danny stepped in. “Tell them we’ll be along in 

a minute. Mr. Reznor has to get dressed.” 

When we were alone, Danny did a basic repair 

on the damaged doors and went in search of one 
of the train crew to see what could be done while 

| dressed. By the time he was back | was ready for 
the third degree | was going to get from the local 
constabulary. 

In the end, it was a fairly painless and routine 
exercise. Obviously someone had already got to 


the Belgian authorities before they began to 


question me. They treated me with courtesy and 
there was none of the good cop/bad cop bullshit. 
Barzun watched the proceedings with an air of 
detachment while scrutinising us individually, as 

if we were insects under his magnifying glass. 

We were allowed to go to our respective berths 
after the questioning was complete, told we could 
leave tomorrow as planned but that Inspecteur 
Barzun who was working in close conjunction with 
Interpol was handling the case and at liberty to 
make an arrest in any European jurisdiction. | had 
obviously underestimated the good inspecteur. In 
more ways than one. 

Danny was eager to get me alone in our berth - 

for all the wrong reasons. We returned to find the locks 
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on our cabin and bathroom door repaired in a 
perfunctory but solid manner. Chains had also been 


fastened to the insides of both doors for extra security. 


“What is it, Danny? I’m fucked,” | said when 

he was reluctant to let me go to bed. 

“Yes, | saw it oozing out of your arse when | 
burst in on you and the inspector.” 

| didn’t like his tone and told him so. “My 

private life is no concern of yours.” 

“Of course, you’re right,” he said, his eyes 
downcast. “But my job is to look after you and 
while there’s some maniac out there trying to kill 
you, | think you should be more careful.” 

| sighed. “For all | Know, you could be that 
maniac, Danny.” 

He looked disappointed in the extreme at my 
comment. “I could have killed you at any time if 
I'd wanted to. And why would | rescue from almost 
certain arrest in the city earlier tonight?” 

He was correct, of course. He’d also jogged my 
memory. 

“What were you doing in the city anyway?” 


“I do have a life, you know,” he said cheekily. 


“Don’t try to tell me your life is spent in pursuit 
of the lovely Harriet.” 

“| won't.” 
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“Come on, Danny. You weren’t with her. Why 
did you give her an alibi?” 

“Because | know where she really was and | 
knew she would not want her whereabouts revealed.” 
“You are the little gentleman, aren’t you? 
Though I don’t know what Ben will think of your 
Supposed liaison with his intended.” 

“You’re the only one who cares what Ben 
thinks,” he said churlishly. 

| ignored the rebuke. “What were the two 
French cops whispering about in the bar?” 
“That was interesting. It seems our doctor 
friend, who makes such a fuss about his wife’s 
Snoring, is actually travelling alone. No one has 


seen hide nor hair of her since the doc came on 


board. Alone. Barzun is checking with the English 
police to discover if the doctor is everything he 
purports to be.” 

Exasperation was setting in. “Nobody on this 
whole bloody trip is what they pretend.” 

Danny was in pyjamas, seated on the bottom 
bunk while I lay on my stomach my head over the 
edge staring down at him. He was typing on his 
laptop. | felt bad that the cord for recharging the 
battery had been cut by Barzun. | would get him 
a new one tomorrow. 

213 

The Gravy Train 

| suddenly felt very alone. Sure, | had agents, 
personal assistants, fuck buddies coming out my 
arse, so to speak. But absolutely no one I could 
actually talk to, lean on, and tell my troubles to. 
I'd spent so long being flippant and gorgeous that 
| was in danger of losing myself in the shallows. | 


must have choked a sob because Danny looked 


up, his face a mask of concern. He put the laptop 
away and stood on his bunk bed so that he was 
level with my face. 

“Come on, shift over,’ he instructed. 

He clambered up into the cramped confines of 

my bed. It was snug but reassuring. He faced me, 
his warm breath calming against my face. He 
reached out and scooted my naked body closer to 
his pyjama-clad form. I’d deliberately moved away 
from him lest he get the wrong idea. Danny was 
too precious to me to antagonise with misconstrued 
sexual fumbling. He held me close against him even 
though his warmth heated up my cock and it 
pressed into him. 

“Danny...” 

“Shhh,” he whispered. “Just relax.” 

He soothed my panic attack so that | soon 

drifted off to sleep, his arm caressing my naked 
back, me wishing his fingers would go lower 
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seeking out my rampant cock or else bury 
themselves in my arse. | fell asleep thinking 

Danny and Harriet would make a lovely couple 

at Ben’s and my wedding. | needed to get out 
more. 

During the night | was vaguely aware of 

shouting on the train platform and the scuffle of 
feet along the corridor then the carriage shuddered 
as the slack was taken up and the train jerked 
forward. It registered that we were obviously on our 
way to Prague, the second last stop on our journey. 
The door to our compartment was open and | saw 
Danny standing in the corridor watching the 
activity on the platform as the train pulled away 
and gathered speed. 

He was silhouetted against the window, 

staring silently at the darkened landscape that 
whizzed past; occasionally turning to make sure 


| was Safe. | closed my eyes again, grateful for his 


vigilance. | assumed he would go back to his own 
bed once I’d fallen asleep so | was surprised when 

| awoke the following morning to find him 

snuggled up against me, his own erection poking 

at my stomach. | knew it was piss hard, nothing 

at all to do with me, but | was fascinated to find 

out how Danny did in the dick department. He 
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was always careful to change in the bathroom, 
never naked in front of me. 

| didn’t think he was embarrassed by nudity but 
some straight boys are reluctant to parade around 
in front of horny gay men. | listened to Danny’s deep 
breathing then slid my hand down to my groin to 
adjust my balls. In so doing my hand grazed the 
outline of his cock through his pyjamas. | didn’t 
whistle at its impressive dimensions because | didn’t 
want to wake him. He was quite a lad, his cock as 


hard and stocky as he was. How | wanted to take 


advantage of him, but it would be unfair. Was | 
developing a conscience? Normally | would have had 
my fist or my mouth round his cock draining his 
balls as fast as | could lest he change his mind. 
Deciding his friendship was more important 

than a quick grope | moved my hand away from 
my own nudity but in so doing brushed against 
him again. He groaned, moving closer to me, his 
hands seeking my body to pull me hard against 
him. | knew he was dreaming | was someone else 
when his mouth sought mine, pushing his bitter 
sleep-coated tongue between my lips. He was 
insistent and | went with that rule you should 
never wake the sleeping when they’re...okay, so 
the rule was meant for sleepwalkers. | couldn’t 
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help it if Danny was prone and, apart from his 
tongue and his cock, very much still. 


His kiss was gentle; none of the push and 


shove of some men who want to appraise you of 
their dominance from the very first second. | 
welcomed his tongue, sucking it softly, not 
attempting to suction it from its root, and then 
pushed back into his mouth. We swapped 
Supremacy every few seconds until | heard a sigh 
escape from his throat. | admit it, | was turned on. 
It’s not often | get to kiss a pliable straight man. 
Danny was very pliable it seemed, for he’d 
wrapped his hand around my cock and was 
pumping me more frantically than his tongue 
belied. In return, | held his hot, hard prick, 
manipulating it until he began to thrust against 
my hand in a desperate search for relief. 

| had never meant it to go this far and hoped 

it would not kill our working relationship. It was 
too much to hope he’d come and not wake up. He 
kept his face glued to mine even as he snorted 
through his nose that he was rapidly approaching 


climax. If only | could hold back to show it wasn’t 


all my fault but there was no hope of that what 
with Danny’s tongue action and the heat of his 
hand around my weapon. 
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He came first. | felt his sticky squirts against 

my stomach seconds before I shot mine against 
his pyjamas. He gasped loudly, his body 
shuddering the last of his sounk against me. His 
eyes flew open; he kissed me even more 
passionately before collapsing against the pillow, 
gulping in air. | lay quietly alongside him, waiting 
for the torrent of abuse. | didn’t dare look him in 
the eyes yet. 

“Thanks, boss. | needed that.” So saying, he 
wiped his sticky hand on his sleepwear and 
hopped out of bed. 

Leaning on my elbow | watch him as he got 
ready to shower. 


“Danny?” 


“Yeah, boss.” 

“| don’t want this to change anything between 
us.” 

“Why not?” he smiled cheekily. “Didn’t you like 
it?” 

| shrugged my head. “I guess a hand job is 

okay, but it ain’t the real thing. It doesn’t mean 
you're gay, Danny. Lots of straight guys give each 
other relief.” 

He jumped on his bunk, his face right next to 
mine. Rubbing the crust from around the edge of 
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my eyes, he kissed me chastely on the lips and 
disappeared quickly in the bathroom, locking the 
door behind him, calling over his shoulder, “You 
worry too much.” 

| lay back; my arms folded under my head, 

and sighed. Maybe | did worry too much. But there 


was a good reason for that. | had a career, a very 


lucrative career, to uphold. And, fuck it, someone 
was trying to kill me. 

It was almost fifteen hours between Brussels 

and Prague and, although some of it was traversed 
in the dark of the night, it also took up a goodly 
portion of the next day as well. We were quite a 
glum group that assembled in the dining car and 
the bar for breakfast and drinks. We were 
suspicious of one another, although it was hard 

to believe that any of my fellow chefs, or hangers 
on such as Ben or Marsala, or even Harriet, could 
be responsible for the brutal killings that had 
accompanied the tour with the regularity of a 
picture book accompanying a TV reality program. 
Most ate their breakfast in silence apart from 

a cursory nod of greeting to those assembled. 
Later, Marsala attempted to jolly us along with his 
pianoforte and vocal skills, excused because he 
had known Peter much less well than we chefs 
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had. He sang rather dispiritedly until Strawberry 
ended it by placing her hands tightly over his so 
he could no longer hit the keys. 

Danny and | grabbed drinks from behind the 

bar and headed back to our berth. | wanted to talk 
to him in private to ensure our working 
relationship was unaffected by my behaviour. | 
know his initial reaction had been positive but | 
wanted to ascertain he had not changed his mind 
now that he’d had time to think about it. 

Our beds had been folded away while we’d had 
our meal and | placed the glasses and alcohol on 
the small table. He bustled about tidying up our 
clothes and unpacking his laptop. 

“Danny, can that wait a moment?” | asked. 
“Sure. What’s on your mind?” 

“About earlier...” 

“What about it?” 


“I don’t want you to get the wrong idea.” 


“Which is?” 

“I’m sorry | took advantage of the situation.” 
“What situation is that?” 

“You know...” | was remarkably reticent for 
someone noted for his much too flagrant honesty. 
“Oh, you mean two horny guys helping each 
other out by jerking each other’s cock?” 
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“Of course that’s what | mean.” 

“For god’s sake, boss. Stop agonising. It was 
relief. | don’t know about you, but | for one feel 
bloody marvellous to have that load off my balls. 
As for taking advantage, | wouldn’t be at all 
surprised if l’d started the whole thing. | was 
pretty horned up last night. The things | 
witnessed. Whoa.” 

| couldn’t help it. “Harriet didn’t put out?” 

We both laughed, although Danny looked at 


me curiously. 


“I know a hand job doesn’t mean a ring anda 
commitment ceremony.” | was surprised by the 
note of melancholy that crept into his voice as he 
said it, although he was passing it off as a joke. 
Now it was my turn to look at him strangely. 
Danny decided to spend the morning on his 
laptop. “Important business,” he told me. 

| decided it was time to visit the paying 
customers in the second-class carriages. None of 
the chefs had so far had much to do with the 
crowds we were meant to be entertaining. Most 
were extremely hands off. Give a demo, let the 
audience watch and take notes, sign a few 
autographs, then out of there. | much preferred 
the hands on, clothes off approach and managed 
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to garner quite a few offers in that direction from 
both men and women as | joked and answered 


questions, both personal and cuisinatical, as | 


passed through the train. 

There were some that | was eager to get up 

close and sticky with, in the remaining days at our 
disposal. Or, perhaps, invite in a group toa 
weekend at my country cottage outside London. 

By the time I returned to Danny, my arse was black 
and blue from the swats, pats and pinches and my 
cock was in a permanent state of excitement from 
the gropes. Even my pert little tit buds had received 
a good working out. | sighed. Pity | was going back 
to a hetero carriage mate whose lips and arse were 
as off-limits as Los Alamos. 

Danny jumped up to greet me. “Come and see 
what I’ve discovered.” 

| flopped down on the seat. Being unrelenting 
upbeat and entertaining took it out of me. | must 
be getting old. Even with the pocket full of 
invitations l’d received, wonderful for the ego, it 
was beginning to pall. | wondered what was wrong 


with me. It must have been the stress of the 


murders. Danny tilted my head toward the light. 
“You look terrible, boss. Did something 

happen?” 
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“Just a reality check.” 

| reached for the champagne and took a swig 
directly from the bottle, something | would never 
normally do with vintage bubbly. 

Danny watched me quietly as | wallowed in 

self pity. I'd got myself into this mood, | could get 
myself out. It wasn’t long before my natural 
optimism kicked in and banished the black cloud. 
“Welcome back, boss,” Danny said. 

| looked at him and took his hand. He didn’t 
flinch or try to pull away. It was a strong hand, a 
hand that had seen hard manual work. | didn’t 
have to say anything; he squeezed my fingers to 
say he understood. 


“What have you got to show me?” | said, 


seating myself near his computer. 

“Take a look at these.” 

A click of the mouse and the screen became a 
slide show of the tour group assembled at St. 
Pancras station. Every four seconds the image 
changed until we were at the inaugural addresses 
by the chefs, then boarding the train, then we were 
in the carriages, both classes, and then... 
“There!” he said and stopped the slideshow. 
“Where did you get these, Danny? | know you 
didn’t kill Peter.” 
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“Thanks for that vote of confidence at least.” 

He was Sarcastic but smiled as he said it. 

“Are you withholding evidence?” 

“Will you stop being so bloody precious and 

take a look at the screen. Tell me what you see?” 
| looked. It was one of the second-class 


carriages. As my eyes darted along the rows of 


passengers | felt a chill run down my Spine. | 

looked at Danny. 

“Uh huh,” he nodded. 

“Where did you—” 

He interrupted. “I knew that if Peter’s camera 

and his laptop had disappeared then his murderer 
must have thought there was incriminating 
evidence on at least one, if not both. Plus there 
was whatever Peter slipped under your door. | 

knew Barzun was on the wrong trail when he 

spent so much time turning the berths out 
attempting to find the elusive envelope or whatever 
it was. Perhaps it was print out so these pics, or 

a disc. It didn’t matter. He went about it the wrong 
way. He was never going to find it, if it even existed 
in the first place.” 

“Okay, clever dick. Where did you get them?” 

He had a look of triumph at how obvious the 
answer was. “I rang your agent. She confirmed 
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that Peter sent a batch of the photographs through 
to her every night just in case anything happened 
to his computer.” 

“You have to give these to Barzun straight 

away,” | insisted. 

“Just as soon as | finish downloading a copy 

for myself.” 

“Are you insane? They got Peter killed.” 

“Well, unless you’re the murderer, or run off 

at the mouth, | should be perfectly safe.” 
“Unless, of course, it’s Barzun himself.” 

“It’s not beyond the realms of possibility,” 

Danny said. 

The retrieved photographs were likely to 
completely derail thinking about the murders, or 
so | thought, until Barzun came to our 
compartment to see the evidence for himself. He 
was only marginally impressed. 


“Of course, | Knew most of what this reveals 


already.” 

“You knew most of these people were on the 

train from London?” My voice rose with 

incredulity. “I don’t understand. | had completely 
ruled out half these people because they could not 
possibly have committed the first murder on the 
train.” 
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“M. Reznor, you are such an amateur. | do 

wish you would stick to your little television 
kitchen and allow the professionals to get on with 
what they are doing. So far, we have no reason to 
believe all three are murders. The gentleman in 
the first-class toilet with you bumped his head 

and died. The waiter at le tour Eiffel pricked 
himself on a diseased badge....” 

I'd had enough. “Next you'll tell me Peter fell 

on a piece of jagged glass in the street and crawled 


into the fountain to staunch the blood.” 


“No, monsieur. We’re pretty sure that your 

friend Peter was murdered. And for something that 
is contained in these photographs.” 

Without asking permission, Barzun ejected the 
disc from the laptop, placed it in a paper envelope 
and then in his coat pocket where hours earlier 

he had secreted a bloody knife. He bid us ‘au 
revoir’ before disappearing down the corridor 
whistling. 

Danny closed and locked the door then went 

to check the connecting bathroom. He inserted a 
second disc and brought up the photos of the 
second-class train carriages again. 

“Now, boss, Concentrate. Really concentrate. 
Forget the murders for the time being and just tell 
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me what you see.” He sat and closed his eyes, 
waiting for my answer. 


It was all a blur at first. A cacophony of 


strangers until one by one familiar faces began 
to appear in the throng. “There’s Rex, the man 
who died in the toilet after we were hit on the 
head. Regardless of what Barzun says, we were 
attacked.” 

“Attention to detail!” Danny said sharply. 

His rebuke stung so | was determined to do 
better this time. “Oh my god!” | trembled. My first 
cursory glance had registered that most of our 
party had been on board the train from the 
beginning, not where they were seated in relation 
to anyone else. Rex, the dead man, had been 
photographed in earnest conversation with the 
doctor. 

| shuddered at the thought. “That man has 

had his fingers up my arse.” 

“Half of Europe has had their fingers up your 
arse if what | hear is true.” 

| ignored Danny’s slander on my reputation 


by concentrating again on the photographs. Then 


| saw it. “Bingo.” At the back of the carriage trying 
very hard to look inconspicuous by holding a 
newspaper to his face was Ben. Peter had taken 
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lowered the paper prematurely. Seated opposite 
Ben was Barzun and his offsider, Dupin. They 
seemed to be chatting like long-lost friends. That, 
however, was not the pivotal point. 
“That’s...” | was lost for words. 
“Uh huh,” Danny said nodding. 
“The man seated next to Ben is the same man 
who joined us for a threesome at Le Dug last 
night.” 

>K>K KK 
Prague is one of the most beautiful cities in 
the world. | realised that on my first visit years 
before as my taxi from the airport drove along the 


banks of the Vitava River that separates the 


domineering castle complex to the west from the 
Old Town with its parade of Gothic and art 
nouveau treasures to the east. 

“Danny, | must be boring you shitless with my 
enthusiasm for all this wonderful architecture and 
history.” 

| had been waxing poetical since we’d begun 

our late afternoon walking tour from the statue of 
King Wenceslas down the wide boulevard that bore 
his name, replete with its historical connections to 
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the Nazi occupation as well as the November 
Events, commonly called the Velvet Revolution. 
Danny couldn’t soak up enough picture postcard 
shopfronts, often running ahead in his enthusiasm 
to see what was coming up. He was like a puppy 
again and | welcomed his approbation like a proud 
boyfriend. Whoa, where did that come from? | 


stopped in my tracks. Danny ran back to see if 


anything was wrong. 

“No, Danny. Everything couldn’t be more 

right,” | replied. 

He took my arm as we made our way toward 

the Old Town and the Gothic Tyn Cathedral that 
dominates the Old Town Square like craggy 
Maggie Smith dominates her movies. The square 
was famous for its magnificent clock tower and 
astronomical clock which marks the hour with a 
parade of apostles and a skeletal Death, 
unfortunately over-hyped to the extent that many 
leave disappointed, humming bars from Peggy 
Lee’s “Is That All There Is?” Danny was not so 
jaded yet. 

He was subdued as we explored the former 
Jewish Ghetto with its cemetery of gravestones, 
strewn like broken teeth, in the overgrown grass. 
He knew Franz Kafka was the ‘guy who wrote the 
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story about a man who wakes up as a cockroach’ 
and he had heard snatches of Dvorak’s music, 
even if he couldn’t put a name to the composer. 
We finished off our brief tour with a stroll across 
the crowded Charles Bridge. 

Leaning against the railing while we took a 
Short break, he stared into the river before 
sighing. “I wish it could always be like this,” he 
said quietly. 

“It can be, at least for a while,” | said, leaning 
with my back to the river so | could see the city. 
“I would like you to stay on as my assistant. Oh, 
extra money, of course. You'll get to travel, see 
new cities.” 

“That’s all nice, too,” he said. “But that’s not 
what | meant.” 

| must have missed something. “What did you 
mean?” 

He lowered his head as if embarrassed by what 


he was about to reveal. “I mean us.” 


| was puzzled. There was no ‘us.’ 

“| love it when you're like this, Buddy,” he said. 
“You're like this when you do your cooking 
program, too. You’re fun, you impart knowledge. 
There’s no patronising, no image you try to live up 
to. It’s just you.” 
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“What you see is what you get,” | said flippantly. 
He sighed. “There you go again.” 

“I may be thick sometimes, but | don’t know 

what you mean.” 

Danny tapped the side of my head. “You look 

but you don’t see. You're full of ideas but you don’t 
think.” He tapped my chest. “Your heart beats but 
you don’t feel.” 

He turned to face me. He had tears in his 

eyes. “I could love a man like you, if only you’d 

let me.” 


| guess the look of amazement showed in my 


face because Danny ran off in the direction of 
our hotel. | remained where | was, flummoxed. 

| had no idea Danny felt that way. | wasn’t the 
settling down type. He must have worked that 
much out for himself already. | shook my head 
sadly. This admission of his was not conducive 
to happy working conditions. Sure, | was fond 

of the lad. He was good looking, hot body, super 
cock, not sure yet about his arse. He gave a 
good hand job but | needed a lot more than that 
when it came to sex. | needed variety, for one. 
Then there was the fact he was straight. A 
confused young man who found himself 
immersed in a lifestyle beyond his wildest 
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imaginings, desperate to keep it even if it meant 
pretending to be gay. 

| headed back toward the hotel where the tour 


was putting us up because we had a three-day 


layover while they restocked and cleaned the 
train. 

Obviously Danny was a quick learner. He made 

a great cooking partner when | had to perform. He 
made me laugh. | loved sharing the places | loved 
with him. | felt a stab in my gut. Yes, | would miss 
sharing my favourite cities, my favourite 
architecture, and my favourite music with Danny. 
There was no way | could keep him on once the 
tour ended now. It would be agony for him. | 
thought about it. For both of us. He had taken 
great care of me in the days we’d been together. 
He’d looked after my interests. | remembered the 
way | felt when he’d been throttled by Jan over the 
misunderstanding about his boyfriend. | was 
shamed when | remembered I’d spent more time 
ogling Marsala than I had caring about Danny’s 
welfare. Perhaps Marsala would like a change of 
career. That way I'd have arse on tap. 


That idea pulled me up short. Why was | even 


comparing Danny’s attributes with anyone else’s? 
In fact, now | thought about it, what he’d said 
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about me was pretty insulting, although I had a 
chuckle to myself that he’d got closer to the real 
me in a few days than most people had over years. 
Little bastard. 

Maybe if he got over this infatuation with my 
glamorous life we could come to some sort of 
arrangement whereby he could stay on as my 
assistant. | liked that. I’d try it out on him in a day 
or two, once he got over being a little emotional. 
When I reached the hotel | went straight up to 

the room because Danny would have retrieved the 
key already. The door was open and | let myself 

in. He was seated with Strawberry and Haggis, all 
of them deathly pale. 

“Were you supposed to meet Barzun at the 


Alcatraz tonight?” Strawberry asked. 


Danny had explained to me after Barzun’s 
cryptic comment earlier that he didn’t mean he 
would see me in prison but that he wanted to see 
me, up close and personal, at Prague’s premier 
leather fetish club, A/catraz. 

“Yes, thanks for reminding me. l'Il have to take 

a cab, I’m running late.” 

“No need to hurry,” Haggis said. 

| didn’t think | wanted to hear the rest of 

this. 
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Danny took my hand, dragging me to the 

lounge, “Someone attempted to kill Barzun at the 
club. He’s been taken to the hospital in a coma.” 
Strawberry couldn’t contain herself any longer. 
“And they’ve arrested that bloody doctor!” 
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MAIN COURSE 


LONDON 

English Pork Pies 

INGREDIENTS: 

1 cup water 

1 teaspoon salt 

140g/50z lard 

450g/160z plain flour 

680g/240z minced pork 

1 medium onion, finely chopped 

Mixed herbs 

Salt and pepper, to taste 

2 chicken stock cubes 

2 teaspoons gelatin 

13⁄4 cups water 

PREPARATION: 

Sift flour and salt. Melt lard in water, bring to the boil. 
Pour melted lard mixture into flour, combine, then 
knead until smooth. Divide the dough into ten 
portions with enough remaining to make ten pie tops. 


Keep moist by covering with a damp cloth. 


Roll out the portions of pastry to about 8cm/3inch 
round, then place over the base of an upturned jar or 
glass about 6cm/2¥%inch round. Sprinkle with flour 
to prevent sticking, then place in the refrigerator for 
about an hour to harden. Roll out remaining pastry 
and cut pie tops to fit. Cut two holes in the lids. 

Mix pork mince, salt and herbs, then spoon into 
pastry cases before placing lids on top using 

beaten egg to seal. Place on an oven tray lined 

with foil and bake for 10 minutes at 210C then 
reduce to 180C for 30 minutes or until golden 
brown. 

Dissolve gelatin and chicken stock in the water. 
When the pies have cooled, pour the gelatin 
mixture through the holes in the pie lids. Place 

pies in refrigerator to cool, and serve cold with 

your sauce of choice or with chutney. 

PARIS 

Boeuf Bourguignon 


INGREDIENTS: 


900gq/2lbs of stewing beef 

5 or 6 shallots 

1 carrot 

Olive oil, or vegetable oil. 

4 slices raw bacon cut into pieces 

1¥ tablespoons of flour 

5 to 6 large mushrooms/10 to 12 small mushrooms 

1 large clove of garlic 

1 bay leaf 

1 tablespoon of tomato paste 

1 bottle of red wine 

1 or 2 beef bouillon cubes 

coarsely milled black pepper to taste 

PREPARATION: 

Trim most, but not all, the fat from the beef. Cut the 
beef into large bite-sized pieces. Chop up one shallot 
and the garlic clove, wash and slice up the carrot. 
Place a large stew pot over a medium-low flame, add 
1 tablespoon of oil. When it has warmed up, add 


chopped shallot and bacon pieces. 


At the same time, place a skillet over a higher flame, 
add enough oil to cover the bottom to about 12mm or 
one eighth of an inch. Wait for the oil to heat up before 
browning the beef pieces. Once slightly browned, 
transfer the pieces to the stew pot and stir with the 
trimmed beef fat and remaining whole shallots. Stir 
until all of the beef is browned, then sprinkle in the 
flour, stirring for one minute to blend. 

Add the sliced carrot, then the bottle of wine and stir. 
Then add the bay leaf, one bouillon cube, the garlic 
and the tomato paste. Stir to blend. Turn the heat 
under the stew pot to low, place the lid on the pot and 
cook it for one hour, stirring occasionally. 

Separate the remaining shallots, trim the base of the 
mushrooms. Cut the mushrooms into halves or 
quarters if they are large. 

After the stew has cooked for one hour remove the lid 
and mix in the shallots, leaving heat on low, and cook 
for a further 30 minutes. Do not replace the lid. Then 


mix in the mushrooms and cook for another 30 


minutes. Add salt and pepper to taste. 
BRUSSELS 

Flemish Beef Stew 

(Serves 6) 

INGREDIENTS: 

2 ounces chopped salt pork 

1 bay leaf 

450g/1lb beef chuck, in chunks 

1 teaspoon thyme 

3 onions, thinly sliced 

3 tablespoons Dijon mustard 

1 teaspoon flour 

1 French bread stick (stale) 

1⁄2 tablespoons vinegar 

2 cups Belgian dark beer, or 2 cups stout, or 2 cups 
port 

1 parsley sprig 

1 tablespoon packed brown sugar 
PREPARATION: 


Blanch salt pork in boiling water for five minutes, then 


drain and rinse well. Pat dry before transferring to 
heavy large skillet to cook over medium flame until 
lightly browned. Remove the pork from the skillet - it 
can be used in other meals, including salads. Turn up 
the heat to medium high, then add beef chunks a few 
at a time and cook until well browned on all sides. 
Transfer meat to heavy saucepan. Add onions to 
Skillet reduce heat slightly and cook for about 10 
minutes or deep golden brown, stirring occasionally. 
Blend in flour and cook about 30 seconds so flour 
does not burn. Add beer and stir, removing any 
lumps, then bring mixture to boil. Pour over beef, then 
add vinegar, sugar, parsley, bay leaf and thyme. Cover 
saucepan and simmer for 30 minutes. 

Spread mustard over bread, then add to stew. Cover 
and cook until meat is tender, about 1 hour. 

Remove bay leaf before serving. 

PRAGUE 

Czech Goulash 


INGREDIENTS: 


900gq/2lbs Beef, about 1/2 inch 
900g/2 Ibs of cubed Pork, about 1/2 inch 
2 tablespoons oil, to brown your meat 
2 teaspoons pickling spices 

1 cup chopped white onion 

2 cans of diced stewed tomatoes 

1 bottle tomato sauce 

1 can tomato soup 

1 teaspoon ground cloves 

1 teaspoon ground allspice 

1 teaspoon ground nutmeg 

1 teaspoon ground turmeric 

1 teaspoon ground paprika 

1 teaspoon Sugar 

1⁄2 teaspoon ground cinnamon 

1⁄2 teaspoon Salt 

1⁄2 teaspoon black pepper 

12 teaspoon red peppers 

1 teaspoon white vinegar 


1 teaspoon whiskey 


PREPARATION: 

Cube beef and pork into 2.5cm/half inch pieces. Heat 
oil in large stew pot on high heat. Add beef and pork 
brown on all sides. Then add onion and add water to 
cover the meat and onions mixture. 

Tie pickling spices in a cheesecloth (or a half full tea 
leaf holder) and add to mixture. Simmer for 45 
minutes. Add diced tomatoes, tomato soup, and 
tomato sauce. Stir well. Finally, add the remaining 
spices, vinegar and whiskey. Turn heat to low, simmer 
for one hour with the lid on. Stir frequently to prevent 
burning. 

Remove pickling spice container before serving. 
VIENNA 

G'hackknoedel 

(Austrian Meat Stuffed Dumplings) 

INGREDIENTS: 

6809g/1%2Ibs potatoes 

lcup plain flour 


Y% cup Semolina 


2 tablespoons softened unsalted butter 

1 egg 

2 egg yolks 

1 pinch freshly grated nutmeg 

Salt and pepper to taste 

112g/v4lb roast pork 

1129/Ylb roast beef 

1129/%lb raw pork sausage 

28g/loz raw pork sausage 

1 medium onion, minced 

1 clove garlic, crushed 

Salt and white pepper to taste 

1 pinch dried marjoram 

1-2 tablespoon butter, as needed 

water 

PREPARATION: 

This is a good recipe for your roast beef and roast pork 
leftovers. 

Boil potatoes in their skins until very tender. Peel 


while still warm and run through a potato press. Allow 


to cool then add flour, semolina, butter, and 
seasonings. Finally, add the egg and two yolks. Blend 
into a smooth dough using an electric blender. 

Form into a long log and wrap in plastic. Chill for 
about 15 minutes. Cut into 12-15 portions, rolling out 
each round into a flat circle Bring a large pot of salted 
water to the boil. 

Mince together the cooked meat and the raw sausage 
using a meat grinder or food processor. 

Add minced onions and garlic, as well as salt, pepper, 
and marjoram to taste. Fill each dough round with a 
spoonful of the meat mixture, sealing dough around 
filling using dampened fingertips to seal. Drop 
dumplings into the boiling water. 

Turn the heat to low, and cook about 15-20 minutes, 
or until cooked through. Serve with melted butter or 
your favourite sauce. 

VEGAN 

Cashew Nut Roast 


INGREDIENTS: 


30g/loz of vegan margarine 

2 sticks of celery, finely chopped 

1 medium leek, finely chopped 

1⁄2 cups of hot water 

1 teaspoon of yeast extract (Vegemite, Marmite) 

3 cups of ground cashew nuts or almonds 

2 tablespoons of soya flour 

2 teaspoons of fresh herbs (or 1 teaspoon of dried 
herbs) 

3 cups of white bread crumbs sea salt and pepper to 
taste 

SAGE AND ONION STUFFING 

6 slices of wholemeal bread, half a cup vegan 
margarine, 

4 teaspoons of dried sage or 8 teaspoons of fresh 
chopped sage, 1 finely chopped large onion, 

salt to taste 

PREPARATION: 

Melt the margarine in a large saucepan, add celery 


and leek and sauté for a few minutes. Mix the yeast 


extract (or vegetable stock) into the hot water and add 
to the leek and celery. Stir in the soya flour, nuts, 
herbs, breadcrumbs, salt and pepper and mix well. 
Allow to cool slightly while you grease a loaf tin. 

To make the stuffing, melt the margarine ina 
Saucepan and sauté the onion until soft. Break up the 
wholemeal bread into small pieces with your hands 
and mix into the onion and margarine with the sage 
and salt. 

Place half the nut roast mixture in the tin and press 
down well, then add a layer of the sage and onion 
stuffing, pressing down well, and place the rest of the 
nut roast mixture on top. Bake in the oven for about 
40 minutes at 180C/360F. Turn out of the tin and 


Slice. 
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“Just as cake is more than the sum of its 


parts - after all it’s just flour, milk and eggs - 


so it is with a relationship. It’s not so 

much what you put into it, it’s the 

way you mix the ingredients to make 

them personal, that’s the secret.” 

~ The Six-Pack Chef 

Fifth Course: 

TORTE A LESSON 

Delphine was all concern on the phone. “You 

poor love,” she said, managing to sound both 
sympathetic and patronising at the same time. “IIl 
fly into Vienna and meet you for the last night. 
Should be a great nosh up. You will be cooking, 
won't you?” 

The way Delphine said ‘cooking’ got my back up; 
as if a five-course meal was as easy as cheese on 
toast. For an agent to international chefs she had 
the palate of a pleb. Her belated concern for my 
wellbeing was in marked contrast to her initial 
willingness to throw me to the proverbial wolves at 


the beginning of this ill-fated trip. Better late than 


never. 
The Gravy Train 

“And I’m hearing good things about your new 
assistant: Lanny...Manny...Fanny... whatever his 
name is.” 

“Danny,” | corrected her. 

“Yeah, him. Perhaps you should consider 

hiring him.” 

“| did fora moment, but he’s really not 

Suitable. | do have someone else in mind 

though.” 

The person | had in mind was Marsala. He 

was young, gorgeous, adaptable, a bottom. 
Problem was he had a lucrative career as a lounge 
singer and | was loath to interrupt that. | was 
attempting to come up with new ways to 
incorporate Marsala and show tunes for a new TV 
series: getting West End and Broadway stars to 
Share their cooking secrets and warble a number 


or two with Marsala at the piano while | did the 


preparation. 

| was going to run the idea past him before 
journey’s end. My other concern was what to do 
with his current boyfriend, Jan. My assistant, 
Danny, with whom I had shared a few wonderful, 
but completely non-sexual, days aboard the train 
and exploring some of the great cities of Europe 
had proven, at the last minute, to be emotionally 
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unstable, declaring, in his hetero innocence, to a 
desire for an exclusive relationship of the intimate 
kind. 

Normally, | would have jumped at the 

opportunity for he is a comely lad, but those awful 
strings were attached. He actually believed it’s love 
that makes the world go round whereas I’m a 
believer in magnetic fields, dust particles, and 
gravity, or some other scientific bullshit. If you’re 


that interested, bloody look it up! What I’m trying 


to say is, love is as foreign to me as the Cyrillic 
alphabet, whereas sex, | Know that alphabet 
backwards, sideways and upside down. 

“Don’t do anything before | get there,” 

Delphine said then hung up abruptly. 

We had another day in Prague, in which to 
sample the local cuisine and give another 
demonstration before heading off to Vienna for two 
days, culminating in our farewell supper on the 
famed Riesenrad, the giant 60-metre Ferris wheel, 
in the Prater, the city’s popular fun park. 

I'd be glad when this whole travesty of a trip 

was over. It had been a disaster from the 
beginning. Ironic, though, that it would end ona 
Ferris wheel in Vienna when the whole enterprise 
had begun on another wheel, the Millennium Eye 
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in London. What wasn’t so funny was the number 


of dead and injured that lay in the wake of The 


Gravy Train as it steamed across Europe, if you 
can describe a non-coal powered train as 
‘steaming’ that is. 

It was awkward in my hotel room, ensconced 
with Danny who'd spat the dummy earlier. He 
appeared stricken, whether at Barzun’s fate and 
the arrest of the doctor, or at his atypically 
outrageous behaviour on the Charles Bridge, | 
wasn’t sure. What | was sure of was that | didn’t 
care either way. He’d overstepped the boundary. 
Unforgiveable in my book. My assistants had to 
know their place. 

He kept out of my way but | still found the 
atmosphere stifling in the suite. Finally, | grabbed 
my coat and wallet and announced | was going 
out. 

“Where are you going?” he enquired miserably. 

| put steel in my voice. “Not that it’s any of 

your business, Daniel, but I’m going to see if | can 


persuade Marsala to accompany me to Alcatraz.” 


If | expected to see jealousy written large on 

his face, | missed it. There was, however, a look 
of concern. 

“Just be careful,” he said softly. 

254 

Barry Lowe 

“I’m always careful. Besides, they’ve got the 
bastard who’s been doing it,” | said smugly. “l 
always knew there was something phony about 
him.” 

“They've only arrested him on suspicion,” 

Danny said, knocking some of the superiority out 
of my sails. 

“Then they must have good cause,” | replied. 

| had no intention of allowing a menial to bugger 
up my fun. 

Danny muttered something but, as | was 

closing the door at the time, | missed it. | was more 
concerned about getting my rather horny prick 


into some cute boy butt and the cutest in the area 


had to belong to Marsala, who was on the receiving 
end of Jan’s very much last-year’s-model. | was 
hoping the young man would see fit to trade him 
in for the superior, slicker Six-Pack Chef stream- 
lined version. 

| Knocked on Jan and Marsala’s hotel room 

door and it was flung open by none other than 
Strawberry who seemed more than pleased to see 
me. She practically dragged me into the room. 
“We're having a pow wow about everything 

that’s happened,” she said hauling me over to the 
lounge to sit beside her. Marsala was perched 
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uncomfortably on Jan’s knee in one of the 
Capacious lounge chairs. When he saw me he 
attempted to extricate himself but Jan held on 
jealously. 

“Do you really think it was the doctor 


responsible for all that nasty business?” Marsala 


asked. 

“I can’t see the police would have arrested him 

if they had any doubt,” | replied. 

Strawberry was triumphant. “My point exactly. 
Poor Marsala is half scared out of his wits. Wants 
to pack up and go home. So close to the end of the 
tour. It would be a pity to miss out on the delights 
of Vienna. Home of all the greats: Mozart, 
Bruckner, Mahler, Schnitzel.” 

“What did he write?” | asked facetiously. 

Marsala snickered. Jan glowered. 

“Yes,” | agreed. “You should stay on. I’m sure 
you'll have a lot of fun. In fact, | guarantee it.” 
Fortunately, Jan couldn’t see Marsala’s face 

light up at my far-from-subtle innuendo. | was 
openly propositioning his boyfriend but he failed 
to pick up on it. Strawberry gave me a cheeky 
grin. 

Jan was merely grateful | was doing his work 


for him. 
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“Okay, if you’re all convinced. l'Il stay.” 

Jan hugged him tightly, finally allowing him 

off his lap. He felt he had established his 
proprietorship over the young man and that he 
was out of bounds to all others. Poor Jan, totally 
clueless when it came to human nature. 
“Where are you off to?” Strawberry asked, | 
suspected for Marsala’s ears. 

“I was supposed to be meeting Barzun at 
Alcatraz, the gay bar, but...” 

“Is there any word on his condition?” Marsala 
asked. 

“None,” | replied. “Last | heard it was touch 

and go.” 

“Such a brutal crime,” Strawberry added. 

We had all been debriefed earlier, as far as 
legally possible, by Dupin and his accompanying 


dandruff which seemed as agitated as he was. 


Barzun, we were told, had gone to the bar officially 
to question someone about the case, whereas | 
believe the detective wished to partake of a Six- 
Pack Chef delicacy; namely, my arse. 

He had been found, battered almost to death, 

in the bath used for piss parties at A/catraz by a 
patron who alerted management. The police had 
discovered the doctor cowering and incoherent, 
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clutching the assault weapon in his bloodied 

hand, while attempting to pass himself off as a 
fetish patron, in one of the darkened rooms. His 
escape had obviously been thwarted by the early 
discovery of Barzun’s body. He had been bundled 
away for interrogation. All Dupin would reveal was 
that the doctor’s wife had, indeed, accompanied 
him on the trip. They had missed her because she, 
in fact, was a he. 


“The doctor’s gay?” was my first reaction. My 


gaydar really sucked if | hadn’t picked him. 
“Yes,” Dupin admitted. “We were all a bit slow 

to pick up on that. His boyfriend was the gent that 
died when he bumped his head in the men’s 
lavatory with you.” 

Suddenly it all made sense. 

“So he blamed Mr. Reznor for the death?” 

Danny asked. 

“See, it’s all So simple when you have all the 
facts.” 

Danny shook his head. “A little too simple.” 

But Dupin’s revelations did help calm The 

Gravy Train chefs who, rather than look at their 
fellow travellers as potential killers, now began 
making plans for the final days of the trip. Myself 
included. | felt a huge sense of relief, despite 
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Danny’s scepticism. | guess | was allowing my 


personal distaste to colour my opinion but | 


realised he was a very negative person. The sooner 
| got away from him the better, although from 
necessity | would allow him to serve out his time 
until we completed Vienna. | had planned an 
unscheduled extension to one of my favourite 
small European countries as a surprise thank you 
but | resolved that a firm handshake and a large, 
but not substantial, gratuity would be his 
severance now. 

As | took my leave of Jan’s room, | heard 
Strawberry ask, “Jan, dear, would you mind if | 
borrow my son for a few hours, we haven't had 
much of a chance to catch up on this train ride 
from hell and there are a few things | need to 
discuss with him?” 

| turned and Strawberry winked. The only 
discussion she would be doing was the address of 
the Alcatraz bar. Jan was less than thrilled at the 
prospect, but | heard him acquiesce gracelessly 


as | closed the door. That meant Marsala would 


be joining me for a little adventure. | adjusted my 
cock which had hardened at the thought and 
hummed as | waited for the lift. Things were 
looking up. 
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In the lift’s mirrored wall, | looked myself over. 
There was no doubt the past week had left its 
unwelcome mark on my face. It was lined and 
Slightly puffy, but still gorgeous. In the dark 
basement area of the club, no one would notice. | 
ran my hands over the front of my skin tight jeans, 
prodding my bulge to prominence. The white T- 
Shirt | wore under my leather jacket I’d remove 
once | hit the club, so revealing the sculpted body 
that was my trademark. | ran my tongue across 
my teeth and my fingers through my hair. Yeah, 
I'd fuck me. 

It seemed that there was quite a line up of guys 


who’d fuck me. Word had got around, don’t ask 


me how. | found myself naked, cuffed to the sling, 
my arse exposed to all comers, in the club’s hell- 
red cellar, surrounded by adoring and horny fans 
of the Six-Pack Chef. | even noticed a few faces 
from the train entourage. 

The cellar, downstairs and through some 
authentic jail bars, was adorned with the usual 
SM paraphernalia including bare stone and brick 
walls, leather sling, chains, and the tub for piss 
parties - now cordoned off because of Barzun’s 
bashing. It was a great place to meet for hot and 
Sweaty mansex. It was also a great place to meet 
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people you least wanted to run into either dressed 
or naked. | just hoped Jan wouldn’t turn up and 
stick his dick in my butt. 

How did | come to find myself in this 
predicament? My own stupidity, naturally. I’d 


been sitting waiting for Marsala in the bar when 


| thought | noticed a figure | recognised duck 
through the doorway to the dungeon area. 
Someone who really shouldn’t have been there. 
My mind weighed up the odds and came down 
with two alternatives: the guy was stalking me, or 
he was on The Gravy Train and | hadn’t noticed 
him. I’m usually observant when it comes to cute 
men but what was most cute about this guy was 
his mammoth cock which he’d used to very good 
effect in Brussels when he and Ben had worked 
me over at Le Dug. | suppose | could have 
overlooked him on the train while | was cruising 
the more superficially gorgeous. 

Or, | could be mistaken and the guy just 

looked a little like him. I’d removed my T-shirt so 
| was showing major body muscle, plus I’d been 
rubbing my dick through my jeans while | sipped 
a beer, so | was showing major bulge. | got 
admiring looks as | made my way down the steps 


to the cellar, and a number of hot men followed. 
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| rejected the numerous advances | encountered 
on my search, smiling but adding ‘later’ in case 
| needed further stimulation if Marsala didn’t 
show. 

| found my target. He was in the area with 
chains hanging from the ceiling. He seemed 
oblivious to my presence, examining and testing 
the apparatus, until | sneaked up behind him 
and clasped my hands around his groin, grinding 
my cock into his arse. He jumped. | turned him 
swiftly and glued my mouth to his, easing my 
tongue between his lips. He responded, as yet 
not recognising me. When I gave him a chance 
to breathe he looked me over, smiling his 
recognition. 

“Want a repeat?” | asked. 

He didn’t speak; | guess he didn’t understand 


English. | cupped my hand over his crotch and 


squeezed. Surely, that was the universal language 
for what | was after. | unzipped his leather 
trousers and hauled out his sausage-thick flaccid 
cock, sinking to my knees and swallowing it whole, 
feeling it fill with blood and inflate in my throat. 
He groaned and almost stumbled back except | 
held his butt firmly. | lathered his balls and his 
Shaft with my spit, all the time wondering if | had 
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enough time to take this magnificent prick up my 
arse before Marsala showed. It wouldn’t do for him 
to turn up and see his top being reamed like a 
slut. That’s what I intended to do to him. | didn’t 
think Marsala had it in him, so to speak, to be a 
particularly aggressive top. He was more a legs in 
the air kind of guy for which my drooling dick was 
plenty grateful. 

| barely heard the sound of a zip being 


lowered behind me before strong hands gripped 


my head and | was forcibly turned from the cock 
| had been working on to a more aggressive and 
insistent one behind me. | shifted my body 
around uncomfortably as it demanded my full 
attention. 

| glanced up as best | could at the guy towering 
over me. He was quite a specimen. A fit, brawny 
body, although not as well defined as me. But 
then, who is? He was wearing a leather vest that 
showed off his hard biceps and the strong 
forearms that clamped my head like a vise. His 
leather trousers were unzipped to below his balls 
and his delicious uncut cock bobbed at my face 
demanding attention. | would have liked to see 
what my cock master looked like but he was 
wearing a full leather hood which revealed only 
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his eyes, fierce and sexy, and his mouth. This was 


some hot scenario. 


Neither of the two men fighting to feed me their 
hard cocks spoke, lack of English, | assumed, 
which made the scene all the more erotic. Other 
men had gathered to watch; some of them stroking 
their weapons probably hoping to join in. Mr. 
Leather Hood had other ideas. He wasn’t about to 
share me with anyone else, not even the stranger 
I'd met before in Brussels. 

The Hood forced me to work over his prick, 
poking provocatively from the fly of his leathers. | 
licked the foreskin then pushed my tongue 
beneath the flaps to get at the salty precome 
oozing from his slit. | peeled the foreskin back to 
reveal the throbbing pink knob that | wanted to 
milk dry. | lapped at it attempting to suck the 
beautiful shaft all the way down my throat but he 
obviously had other ideas. 

Grabbing me by the throat he yanked me to 

my feet, choking off my air supply. | gasped for 


breath as | attempted to remove his hand but he 


was having none of it and pushed me backwards 
until | felt my butt against the sling suspended 
from the ceiling. Although he was slightly smaller 
than me, the Hood lifted me off my feet, thrusting 
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my body back onto the sling quickly yanking down 
my jeans, tossing them in a corner of the dungeon. 
He positioned my feet dextrously on either side 
and clamped them in padded cuffs before doing 
the same with my wrists. My arsehole was now at 
his mercy. 

The guy from Brussels was already eagerly 

poking his prick at my mouth, ready to take up 
where he’d left off. The Hood didn’t seem too 
concerned with my oral skills, determined to 
breach my butthole. My cock drooled its 
acquiescence. He rubbed his against my butt, 
leaning forward to spread my leather jacket open 


so he could admire my torso. He suctioned his lips 


around my nipple and nipped, making me thrash 
about, but | was stuck fast, like a bug in a spider 
web. 

| relaxed, happy to go with the flow, when 

my Brussels fuck pulled my head back and sank 
his cock straight into my gullet, his balls 

rubbing against my nose. | had no control over 
his rapid face fucking as my head was hanging 
over the edge of the sling essentially upside 
down. | took the pummelling my face was 
getting, trying to taste the cock as it rammed 
across my tongue. 
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My concentration was brought back to the 

Hood as he bit down on my nipple so hard | 
thought he must have drawn blood. | attempted 
to scream which meant the cock went farther 
down my throat than was good for me and | 


gagged; phlegm and puke oozing out the corners 


of my mouth. 

Hood turned his attention to my other nipple 

and repeated the exercise as | wriggled to try to 
get away from his grip. It was hard to concentrate 
on the two men who were determined to open me 
up. My tormentor ran his hands across my 
washboard stomach, tracing a path to my cock 
that was screaming out for attention. As | couldn’t 
touch it myself, | thrust upward as a hint but it 
went unheeded. Instead, | felt a finger at my 
entrance. 

The number of men who'd been determined 

to fuck me of late was making me seriously 
question my powers as a top. What was it about 
my arse that everyone seemed to want a piece of 
it? | didn’t have long to wonder as | felt spit 
around the hole to allow a finger to penetrate me. 
He wasn’t gentle and when he lined up his cock 
with my anal canal he pushed without concern 


for any pain he caused. He rode me hard, his cock 
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filling the expanse of my arsehole as it flexed to 
take his weapon, hammering me into the leather 
Sling. 

| wanted to watch this brute of a fucker while 

he fucked me hard, so | concentrated on bringing 
the guy off who was skewering my throat. | 
moved my throat muscles, used my tongue 
across the base of his shaft, suctioned like it was 
going out of style, making a major effort, still it 
took almost five minutes before he deposited his 
man slime at the back of my throat. He was 
breathing heavily as he withdrew, wiping his 
prick across my cheek as fine filaments of 
mucous and come stuck to my mouth and chin. 

| lifted my head, resting it against one of the 
chains holding me captive. 

| had to admire the masked arse bandit who 


was wreaking havoc on my hole. He was a fine 


specimen; | just wish | could have seen his face 
although the gleam in his eyes and the curve of 
his mouth were testament to his enjoyment of my 
body. 

“Fuck me, mate. Fuck my hole like you mean 

it.” 

He smiled. Either he understood or was 

pleased to hear words that could only have been 
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filthy from my mouth. Other men crowded around 
to watch, a few attempted to pull my head back 
to gag my mouth once again but Hood batted their 
attempts aside. | nodded my appreciation. This 
guy was getting off on watching my face while he 
fucked me. Seeing my enjoyment. Hearing my 
pleasure. 

Now that my arse ring had become 

accustomed to his rough fuck, it welcomed his 


bashing, squeezing each and every time he 


entered, trying to prevent his pulling out. The 
voyeurs seemed in awe of him, even my Brussels 
lover watching, stroking his cock. Sure, it was fun 
being the centre of attention but | would have liked 
an intense one-on-one with this guy. | hoped we’d 
have the opportunity to talk later or, at least, swap 
phone numbers, in case | was ever in this neck of 
the woods again. 

He ramped up his thrusts, getting to places | 
barely knew existed, stretching me wide open as 
he pushed my legs so wide apart | thought | would 
split in two, to give him better access to my shit 
hole. 

“Give me all you’ve got, fucker,” | screamed at 
him. He pulled his cock out. | felt empty. 

“Fuck me!” | wailed. 
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He watched me writhe, begging for his dick. It 


was a new ball game for me. | don’t understand 


what possessed me. All | knew was | wanted this 
man. He made me feel things I’d never felt before. 
Don’t get me wrong, I’m not talking mushy shit 
here. Nothing to do with hearts and flowers. I’m 
talking cocks and coming. 

| wanted desperately to milk my own prick, to 
come as he flooded my insides. He aimed his cock 
at my entrance again, sinking right down to my 
balls. As his cock stretched my sphincter wide 
open again, it hurt like hell, but his knob found 
that little button which sent sparks flying through 
my brain. 

He backed up, punishing me by slamming in 
again, hesitating slightly to throw me off guard. 
My hole wanted his prick; it had never wanted a 
cock so badly. Fuck being top dog; I’d humble 
myself for this cock god any time. 

“Fuck me. Please, fuck me,” | whimpered. 

They must have been the magic words because 


his face, what | could see of it, lit up and he 


plunged his cock inside harder and faster than 
before. He slapped my balls, my struggle to get 
away from the pleasure and pain meant his cock 
entered me at a different angle. He put his hand 
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around my throat and squeezed, just hard enough 
that | was gasping. 

| choked out my plea that | wanted to come. 

He released me to slap me hard across the face 
before grabbing me by the waist to hold me tight 
against his cock. 

“Holy mother fuck!” | shouted, wrestling to 

get him farther inside me, at the same time 
trying to rub my cock against anything to bring 
me off. 

| saw him grit his teeth as he poured his 

spunk inside me and | pleaded with him to give 
me some relief. He either didn’t understand or 


wanted to torture me beyond endurance. He 


stayed inside me until | felt his cock soften, my 
arse muscles eventually expelling him from my 
well-fucked hole. He staggered slightly as he 
wiped his cock on the back of his hand, and 

pulled up his trousers. He slapped my butt 

cheeks so hard | was sure he had left his hand 
print, smiled, and left me at the mercy of the 
bastards who'd been watching. 

I’m afraid | begged him to stay or at least give 

me a contact number, anything, so | could see him 
again. | was still begging when the other guys who 
had been waiting their turn closed in around me, 
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my Brussels boyfriend being the first to tag my 
arsehole. There was no comparison. Sure, he’d 
been great sharing me with Ben at Le Dug, but 
after the expert reaming I'd just received 
everything else was second best. | begged 


someone, anyone, to give me relief, to suck me, 


jerk me off. 

My pleas were answered by a voice | recognised 
as belonging to someone | did not want to catch 
me in this position. 

“What’s going on here?” he demanded. 

This was not going to do my reputation a scrap 

of good. 

Marsala stood, hands on hips, watching 

Brussels ram my boy pussy. He moved right into 
the personal space of the guy fucking me, his face 
inches away. “l'Il give you exactly thirty seconds 
to blow your load and get out of my boyfriend or 
you'll be very sorry indeed.” 

Brussels must have believed him because he 
quickened his pace and managed to dump a load 
and be out of me in the time allotted. 

Marsala was sarcastic. “Good boy.” He turned 

to the others who had been waiting around hoping 
to take a turn. “And you bloodsuckers can just 


fuck off! There’s no more to see here.” 
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They began dispersing; still Marsala seemed 
reluctant to release me. He looked down at me, 
laughing. “I thought you were strictly top.” He 
seemed more amused than critical. 

“Lam until someone chains me up and has 
their way with me while I’m waiting for the cutest 
blond bottom in the neighbourhood.” 

Marsala leaned down and licked the head of 
my prick. “Just the neighbourhood?” 

| moaned. “In all of Prague.” 

He ran his tongue down the shaft. 

“Just Prague?” 

“In all of Europe.” 

He put his mouth over my cock and took me 
down to the balls before taking his mouth off. 
“Europe?” 

“The northern hemisphere,” | said, as he 


engulfed my prick in the warmness of his mouth, 


bobbing up and down. To keep him going, | added 
quickly. “The whole world. The solar system, the 
whole fuckin’ universe.” 

| howled as | dumped my juice in his mouth. 

| slumped back, depleted, as he smacked his lips 
in appreciation. 

He released me from the cuffs and | sat up, 
gingerly rubbing my wrists and my ankles, before 
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feeling my arse for any damage. | pushed in my 
finger imagining it was the hooded stranger. Soon 
my cock was hard again. 

l'm afraid | was less than loving to poor 

Marsala, I was so caught up in the throes of my 
infatuation. | stripped him and had him in the 
sling before he even knew what had happened. 
Not that he was complaining. But, of course, he 
didn’t know | was thinking about my hooded man. 


| dispensed with the preliminaries, poking 


straight into Marsala’s hole, lubricating it 
carelessly and fucking him dispassionately 
although my rough and emotionless buggering 
must have been what he needed after Jan’s feeble 
endeavours. He seemed quite pleased with our 
lovemaking although | would have graded it 
lacklustre at best. Although | did manage a great 
deal of lovey dovey shit, like kissing and fondling. 
| fucked him ruthlessly, dumping a load well 
inside him, all the while my fantasies elsewhere. 
He didn’t come as | ploughed him so | gave him 
an oral treat which made him gasp and thrash 
about with pleasure. He didn’t seem to notice my 
distraction. 

As we dressed to leave the club, he had to get 
back before he was missed, | told him | had an 
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offer that he might be interested in at the end of 


the tour. Only later did | associate his look of 


delight with the realisation he may have been 
expecting an offer of an emotional nature whereas 
| was thinking of something on a purely sexual 
level. Outside the club, for our own safety, we went 
in separate directions so we would not arrive back 
at the hotel together. Marsala assured me he’d 
had a wonderful time and pecked me on the cheek 
before waving me goodbye. 

| strolled back at a more leisurely pace and 

could not shake the uncomfortable feeling | was 
being watched. It was obviously just paranoia on 
my part, a culmination of all that had transpired, 
nevertheless | stuck to well lit streets and avoided 
alleyways and dark shopfronts. After fifteen 
minutes or so, the sensation passed and | picked 
up pace. | was fatigued as well as excited by my 
mysterious adventure and | wanted to tell Danny 
all about it. 

That pulled me up sharply. Danny! Once upon 


a time | could have gone into detail of my 


adventure and he would have listened, laughing 
in all the right places, rolling his eyes when he 
believed | had overstepped the boundaries of 
decency. But our relationship had fractured. | 
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doubt he would tolerate my explicit tales of sexual 
philandering. He had inveigled his way into my 
life in a most unexpected manner. | had little 
realised the extent to which I had come to rely on 
him not only to organise me but as a confidante 
and, damn it, a friend. 

Sighing loudly, | decided that perhaps | had 

been too hasty in condemning the lad. How could 
| make it up to him? | was at a loss, for whereas 
he knew an extraordinary amount about me, | 
knew little or nothing about him. | ran the 
remainder of the way to the hotel, eager to make 
amends. Tired as | was | would make the effort. | 


could sleep in tomorrow. 


As | walked along the corridor to our room | 
heard loud voices from Jan and Marsala’s suite. 

It was a right royal donnybrook and the sound of 
splintering glass punctuated shouts and curses. 
Ominously | also thought | heard my name 
bantered about during the melee. | was going to 
stop and eavesdrop but | knew how it would all 
end. Marsala would turn on the waterworks and 
lie that he loved no other man and that he was 
truly faithful, blah, blah, blah. Jan would forgive 
him, they would go to bed and fuck, and peace 
would reign until next time. 
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Danny was watching the TV when | got back. 

| could hear it as | opened the door. He was quick 
to switch it off and make a beeline for his bedroom 
as | came in. 

“Don’t go, Danny,” | said as agreeably as 


possible. 


He turned back to me. “No further dead bodies 
or attempts on your life?” 

| knew he was sneering at me and, perhaps, | 
deserved it. 

“Nothing like that, although | did get the 

distinct impression | was being watched. At least 
for part of my journey back tonight.” 

His attitude changed. “Where? Did you see 
anyone?” 

His concern seemed genuine, so | explained to 
him what had occurred after Marsala and | left 
the club. 

“You didn’t see anyone inside the club? 

Anyone that you recognised?” 

It would mean telling him everything that 
happened, but something at the back of my mind 
was troubling me. 

“Have you eaten?” | asked. 

“I wasn’t hungry,” he pouted, insinuating it 


was my fault. 
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| phoned down for room service, Danny 

adamant he didn’t want any fancy foreign food. Not 
that he was averse to experimenting but sometimes 
you just want the familiar. Half an hour later a 
waiter appeared with pizza and beer. We slobbed 
about on the lounge eating from the cardboard box 
with our fingers and guzzling down the suds. When 
we’d finished and burped our appreciation, both 
attempting to out gross the other with volume and 
longevity, | told him everything that had happened 
at Alcatraz. There was much less eye rolling than 

| would have expected. He listened attentively, 
smiling indulgently when | told him about the 
Surprise reappearance of my fuck from Brussels. 

He seemed little concerned with him, although 
much more interested in my adventure with 
Marsala and whether | had noticed anyone 


watching us with particular interest. 


“You mean like Jan? | think | would have 

noticed if he’d been standing by watching while | 
fucked his boyfriend.” 

“Not necessarily,” Danny said. “You admit it 
yourself you were still in a euphoric state from Zorro.” 
| shouted at Danny. “Will you stop calling him 

that! Jesus. You sure know how to take the fun 

out an experience.” 
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“Sorry,” he said, although he looked anything 

but contrite. “What was so great about this guy 
anyway?” 

“I’ve been trying to work that out. He could be 
ugly as shit for all | Know, but he’s got a good body. 
Not great like mine, you understand, but pretty 
good. Big, solid dick. | wish I’d got to taste his arse, 
feel it even. Nothing romantic about him, just 
brute force. He played me like a fine musical 


instrument.” 


“Seeing him again?” 

“I wish,” | said before I’d even thought about it. 
“Yes, | would like to. Just to see if he lives up to the 
initial meeting. But | don’t know where to find him.” 
“Don’t look at me. I’m not going out pimping 

for you,” Danny said. 

| was indignant. “I’m not asking.” 

“You can’t very well go around asking men to 

try on a leather hood and flash their dick until you 
recognise him.” 

“Very Cinderella at the ball.” 

“If he feels the same way, he'll track you down 
somehow,” Danny said, though he didn’t sound 
hopeful. 

| could see it in Danny’s eyes. “You’re still 

worried, aren’t you?” 
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“Yeah, |am,” he admitted. “Does it all seem 


just a little too pat to you?” 


“It didn’t when Dupin first explained it, but 

later, after I’d thought about it, it seemed just a 
little bit convenient. But no other explanation 
makes sense.” 

“Not at the moment, at any rate,” Danny said. 
“Did the doctor seem gay at all to you?” 

“No, | never would have picked him in a million 
years,” | said. “My gaydar is pretty reliable but not 
perfect. Perhaps he was so far in the closet the 
smell of naphthalene threw us off.” 

“Which is why he described that Rex character 

as his wife.” 

We tried every theory under the sun but still 
could not come up with anything that fitted the 
bill better than what Dupin had presented us with. 
The authorities, however, were still relying on 
circumstantial evidence and until Barzun regained 
consciousness they could only conjecture about 
what had happened to him. The doctors weren’t 


hopeful in that regard. Meanwhile, the doctor was 


of little help seeming to have had a total mental 
collapse. Not that any of us was able to confirm 
this for ourselves. But there was no reason for the 
police to lie to us, was there? 
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Eventually we talked ourselves hoarse and 
exhaustion overtook me but | went to bed happy 
that Danny and I had made up. There | go, making 
us sound like lovers. Nothing was farther from the 
truth. | fell asleep marvelling that Danny would 
be the perfect companion if he were gay, 
promiscuous, and a bottom. 

| was totally fucked the next day but | still 
managed to put on my brightest smile for my 
fans and dazzle them with my cooking skills 

while they sat and took notes or else scribbled 
their room numbers to slip surreptitiously into 

my palm as they shook my hand to thank me. 


Danny had taken it upon himself to collect them 


at the end of each of my performances and 
destroy them. | had never asked him but | was 
not sorry to see them go. Love notes from people 
who saw me as a commodity or a conquest 
rather than a human being. Sure, if | was really 
horny, | might be guilty of accepting comfort 
from the arse of a stranger for an hour or two, 
but we’d both know it meant nothing more than 
relief. 

I'd slept all morning, disturbed only by the 
occasional clatter from Danny as he went about 
preparations for our cooking demo in the hotel 
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ballroom. We all had an hour to show off. 
Fortunately, my hour was at a respectable 2pm. 
So, | luxuriated in the comfortable hotel bed, 
wishing I could stay here for a week or more, 
although | missed having a warm body next to me. 


Nothing permanent. Something like on the train 


where Danny and | were forced into almost 
intimate daily contact. He’d never been a problem. 
I'd never been bored with his company. Okay, he 
may have cramped my style when it came to 
spreading my seed but he was considerate enough 
to disappear. | was sure Marsala would not be half 
as obliging. 

Danny woke me in plenty of time to get myself 
ready for my show. | would have to apologise for 
missing the Daiquiri Sisters’ turn. | usually made 

it a habit to drop in for at least one cooking 
exhibition from each of the chefs. It had been 
remiss of me on this tour although there had been 
some very trying circumstances. 

Our demonstration went over well, Danny 

not deviating from the script, although he 
managed to inject enough of his personality into 

it that it was fresh and entertaining. | might have 
to rethink my plans for the future. Pity I’d 


already blabbed to Marsala. Still, | suppose there 
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was always that Broadway and West End divas 
idea. 

Corinda was the last to give her demonstration 
and then there was a flurry of last-minute 
shopping, sightseeing and packing. We chefs all 
met in the hotel’s VIP Room to segregate us from 
the common herd, those people who were paying 
our way. | went out to mingle as they were herded 
onto buses to be taken to the train. | signed 
autographs, flirted outrageously with the women, 
some of whom sighed their resignation that it was 
all in jest, got groped by a number of gay men in 
the tour group and even managed to grope one or 
two particularly bubblous butts myself. It pays to 
keep your fans onside and it just may have won 
me a few more. 

When I went back into the VIP Room, Ben had 


turned up with Harriet and enough luggage for 


her to have bought out an entire department store. 
| noticed she was hobbling, a bandage around her 
swollen ankle. 

Ben saw me looking. “Those cobblestone 

streets might look cute but they’re hell on high 
heels.” 

“Did you borrow a pair of Harriet’s or did you 
bring your own?” | asked. 
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| heard Harriet snicker. 

She whispered to me. “It doesn’t pay to stand 

too close to a certain young man who plays the 
piano.” 

“Why's that?” | asked. 

“Ben doesn’t believe me, but I’d swear he 

tripped me deliberately.” 

Ben shook his head. “You’re being paranoid, 
Harriet. He tripped over and brought you down as 


well. He’s apologised a million times. You just 


don’t want to admit you should not have been in 
high heels.” 

Harriet sniffed. “I thought you always wanted 
me to look my best.” 

“Not at the expense of personal injury.” 

Harriet went to check her luggage as it was 
loaded into one of our limos. 

Ben spoke softly. “It wasn’t Marsala’s fault 
because Jan pushed him. | think they were 
continuing their argument from last night.” 

“You heard it, too?” 

“The whole hotel heard it,” Ben said, scarcely 
concealing his contempt. “And it’s all because of 
you.” 

| sighed. The sooner | was off this merry-go- 
round the better. 
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We shared the limo back to the train with Ben. 


Danny spent most of the short journey chatting 


animatedly to Harriet. Obviously they had 
developed quite a rapport during their brief 
assignation. | saw Ben watching them closely. 
“You jealous?” 

“Not a bit,” he said, although his body 
language indicated otherwise. 

“You and Harriet make a lovely couple, Ben.” 
He turned his attention back to me, and 
smiled. “Thank you.” 

“But I’m still not buying it.” 

That wiped the smile right off his face. “Then 
we may have a Surprise for you in Vienna.” 

“I love surprises,” | said. 

“Prepare yourself for a biggie then.” 

“Why, Ben,” | flirted. “It doesn’t involve you 
bent over the railing in a Ferris wheel, does it?” 
He snorted. “For your information, it involves 
the throwing of white rice.” 

“In Harriet’s case they should be throwing 


brown.” 


“You really are disgusting.” 

“Thank you.” 

Ben didn’t speak to me for the remainder of 

the journey, bounding from the limo as soon as it 
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pulled up. He and Harriet managed to avoid me 
before departure and the atmosphere at the piano 
bar was so strained, when Marsala and Jan made 
an entrance most people escaped for an early 
night. Jan’s laser-like glare threatened to 
incinerate me if | So much as approached his 
boyfriend so | thought it best to leave well enough 
alone. | went back to our cabin where Danny was 
reading a guide book on our next destination. He’d 
really taken to this travel lark. 

| was agitated, pacing the limited space 

available until | began to irritate even myself. 
Danny put down his book. 


“Tell me about Vienna.” 


That did it. | sorawled out on the seat while 
Danny sat at the opposite end, our legs 
intertwined. He had a beer while | opened a small 
bottle of mediocre champagne and sipped as | 
extolled the virtues of one of the great cities of 
Europe. Initially, its blend of officious cleanliness, 
efficiency and baroque charm had been anathema 
to me but as | got to know it better, | fell in love. 

| went on at length, hirsute in its praise, 

relaxing into the domesticity of our situation, the 
desire to impress gone. Even as | spruiked the 
highlights of Vienna | watched myself, like a 
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conscience floating above my head. There was no 
way | could sit and share like this with Marsala. 
He was as selfish and self absorbed as | am. 
Danny was as near to perfect as | could get to my 
ideal companion. 


When I realised that it must have shown on 


my face. 

“What’s up?” Danny asked. 

“I had a Eureka moment.” 

“Yeah, I’ve had a couple of those on this trip,” 

he admitted. 

“Danny,” | dared to ask. “Do me a favour. | 
promise to behave.” 

Danny snorted. 

| was probably asking for a rejection but... 

“Come up this end. Let me hold you.” 

| could not have been more wrong. Danny 
scrambled obediently and soon he was leaning 
against my chest as | turned the pages of his guide 
book to show him colour photos of what | was 
talking about. Occasionally he would look up at 
me as | droned on, what | believed to be hero 
worship in his eyes. | cuddled him in appreciation; 
it had nothing to do with sex. | even dared to sniff 
his hair, redolent of beer and Pears soap, before 


planting a chaste kiss on the top of his head. 
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Waxing lyrical about Vienna, | wondered 

whether my love of the city was at all influenced 
by how much I was enjoying having a man, albeit 
a straight one, in my embrace. | didn’t notice that 
Danny had fallen asleep until pins and needles in 
my leg forced me to move. | thought he would 
make a bolt for it but he allowed me to get more 
comfortable and then held me tightly as he fell 
asleep again. 

So we spent the night as the train clacked 

along the rails to Austria. 

It was like those heady first days of the tour 
when | showed Danny the highlights in between 
the functions | was employed to attend. The 
cooking came easy, and normally | would have 
doted on the adulation and applause, but this time 
| got more of a kick out of Danny’s enthusiastic 


culture binge. 


The first day passed in a flurry of activity, my 
mind never thinking about Marsala except at 
breakfast when a morose Jan never let him out of 
his sight. | could see he was eager to speak to me 
but | had no wish to precipitate a public argument 
and made no effort to converse. A quizzical rise of 
his eyebrow queried my behaviour. | attempted to 
mime my concern about Jan and | hoped | gave 
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the impression that all would be well at the end 
of the tour. His smile indicated that he 
understood. | had planned a sort of slut’s 
honeymoon on which we could get to know each 
other better. 

That night at our hotel, Danny and | dined 

with the other chefs in a tight-knit group. We 
enjoyed each other’s company on an excursion 
such as this but there were few of them | could 


call actual friend. Strawberry seemed keen to 


become part of my entourage, especially in light 
of her son’s infatuation with yours truly, although 
Jan ensured that he sat nowhere near me. | 
thought | felt Marsala’s foot rub against my leg 
during the meal. 

Ben and Harriet declined our invitation, 
preferring their own company at a table on the 
other side of the restaurant. A number of fans 
interrupted our meal to ask for autographs or 
advice, believing that they had not only paid for 
the trip but our personal time as well. We 
managed to accommodate them with good 
humour. It was around the main course that there 
was a loud ‘ooh ooh’ across the restaurant. 
Delphine crashed the dinner with all the 

manners of a cormorant at a fish feeding. We made 
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room for her and she ordered mains and dessert 


to go with ours. | introduced her to Danny and | 


saw her eyes light up. If she were a cormorant then 
Danny was definitely the catch of the day. She 
went into a huddle with him until someone 
coughed discretely and her attention came back 
to the table. Of course, she wanted to relive the 
adventures we’d undergone but most of us were 
simply too exhausted to rehash it making her sulk 
through her steak and positively glower through 
her peach sorbet. 

She had a room on the same floor as the rest 

of us; nothing was too good for our Delphine. “It’s 
a tax write-off,” she said chirpily when | wondered 
at her extravagance. She came back to our room 
for a nightcap and a debrief once the meal had 
broken up, sitting much too close to Danny on the 
lounge. | did wonder at my sudden attack of 
Puritanism. After all, their behaviour had nothing 
at all to do with me. | was astounded when | found 
myself damping down an attack of jealousy after 


Delphine announced smugly that Danny would 


be staying in her room for the night. Perhaps, it 
was a possession thing. | had found him and now 
she was reaping the benefits. He was the first 
friend I’d made in the business. Someone who 
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didn’t actually want anything from me. Or so it 
seemed. 

When they went off arm in arm much too early 

for me to go to bed | attempted to watch television 
but nothing engaged my interest. | could have 
gone downstairs to the bar but | didn’t fancy 
drinking alone and there was no way Jan would 
release Marsala. | Knew Haggis would be down 
there but an evening of Scottish reminiscences 
simply didn’t appeal. 

There were the gay bars. Normally | would 

have been out and eager but... There was that ‘but’ 
again. l’d noticed it creeping into my life with 


monotonous regularity lately. What was wrong 


with me? | put it down to the tension. Let’s face 

it; | had been in danger, so | had every right to feel 
my life was somewhat lopsided. However, that ‘but’ 
always seemed to return to Danny somehow. 

So, | did the only thing that made sense under 

the circumstances: | went through his personal 
belongings in his room. And came up with zilch. 

| wasn’t suspicious of him, at least not until | 

found not a single personal item. He was a blank. 
It wasn’t that | thought that Delphine would be 
found dead in her bed in the morning, but it did 
create a feeling of unease. 
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There was no room for questions the following 

day. I’d spent a restless night, my mind a myriad 
of questions, so that | was grumpy and disoriented 
the following morning. | needed my champers and 
strawberries to start the day off right but when | 


realised Danny was still at Delphine’s and | had 


to fend for myself it pumped my grumpy up to 
grouchy. By the time he returned mid-morning, 
looking well-pleased with himself, | was about 
ready to snap his head off. 

His unrelenting good humour just made the 
situation more volatile. 

“Thank god I only have to put up with your 
moods for another twenty-four hours, before I’m 
outa here,” he said with smug good cheer. 

| was in no mood for it. “Let me guess. 
Delphine has offered you a job that’s much too 
good to turn down.” 

“Why, yes. However did you guess?” 

“It’s not hard when you know Delphine’s taste 
in men.” 

Ouch. That was mean. But I couldn’t 

control myself. “What’s the job? PA. Secretary. 
Boy Toy.” 

Danny wasn’t about to be baited. He could 


have hit me, throttled me, anything like that, 
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which would have signified I’d rattled his calm. He 
did none of them. He kept his equanimity, 
continuing the preparations for the evening’s 
banquet. Each chef had to prepare a five-course 
meal and serve it to those on board the wooden 
carriages of Vienna’s Riesenrad, each set up with 
table and silver service. At the end of the night we 
chefs would, in turn, be entertained at a private 
dinner ourselves catered by, so Ben informed us, 
one of Europe’s top restaurants. 

Of course, we couldn’t prepare our amazing 
menus aboard the wheel so they were to be cooked 
offsite and ferried to the glittering party. | tried 
niggling at Danny all day but nothing seemed to 
faze him, until | realised | was being childish and 
began to concentrate on making my meal one of 
the best | had ever prepared. Danny matched me 


stride for stride, anticipating my every move so 


that things ran smoother than | had ever 
encountered before. 

That included the meal itself which the 
members of my Ferris wheel cabin agreed was 
their most memorable dining experience ever. 
Danny cued the waiters to perfection; | bustled 
around, very hands on with the table guests, 
answering questions, telling saucy anecdotes, 
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generally behaving like a devilishly attractive 
man about town who just may give you a tumble 
if the lighting is right. All an act, but they lapped 
it up. 

The cabins of the revolving Ferris wheel were 

a hubbub of noise and activity and every chef, 
thoroughly worn out, was pleased to see the last 
of the diners leave around midnight. There was 
much backslapping and congratulations all 


round as we filed into the cabin set up for our 


enjoyment. Although exhausted it wouldn’t take 
much to get us all back in the party mood. All we 
had as a last engagement tomorrow was an 
official farewell to the train passengers and then 
a final debrief with Ben. Fortunately, they’d 
organised that for the afternoon, giving us alla 
chance to take full advantage of our luxury 
accommodation. 

Marsala was already picking out a lively tune 

on the piano that had been installed in the cabin, 
as the table was reset for us. The mood was 
casual, Danny taking it upon himself to guide the 
waiters. Delphine pontificated loudly, attempting 
to dominate the conversation to the chagrin of 
many, although | just sat back and luxuriated in 
the success of the enterprise. The one | hadn’t 
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wanted to be part of. The mood lasted only as long 


as it took Marsala to strike up his version of “Mad 


about the Boy.” This time there was no mistaking 
it was aimed at me rather than his humiliated 
boyfriend. 

Whether it was a wise move, whether Marsala 
was being deliberately provocative or whether it 
was his way of informing Jan that their 
relationship was over, didn’t matter in the long 
run. Jan was livid, purple with rage that his dirty 
linen would get such a public showing. He 
slammed the lid of the piano down on Marsala’s 
hands and flew at me. | was unprepared for the 
onslaught and as the wheel was turning we were 
well above ground, meaning there was no escape. 
He pushed me against the wall of the cabin, 
attempting to throttle me like he had Danny. The 
others were so shocked there were a few moments 
before anyone moved then they descended on Jan 
like a swarm of bees. 

Marsala screamed. “You’ve broken my fucking 


fingers, you cunt!” He swung at Jan, showering 


punches on his back. It had no affect as Jan 
seemed maniacally determined to squeeze the life 
out of me. | struggled but the bastard was too 
strong. Marsala was pushing us along the cabin 
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wall with his flurry of punches as Danny struggled 
to help me. Jan roared his intention to ‘throttle 

me to my last cheating breath’, then | heard a 
communal shriek and | felt myself falling. We must 
have crashed against the door to the cabin and it 
Swung open. 

| saw struts and supports flash by me until 

my brain kicked in, telling me to grab hold or | 
would end up broken on the ground below or else 
crash onto the spokes that held up the giant 
wheel. My arms shot out and connected with a 
cross beam, almost wrenching them from their 
sockets. As my fall was interrupted, my body 


catapulted against a strut knocking the wind out 


of me so that | almost let go. 

Cursing from above alerted me that Jan had 
discovered | had not plummeted to my death. He 
began tossing cutlery from the window, followed 
by plates, showering slivers of china over my head. 
A fork struck my cheek drawing blood. | wasn’t 
sure how long | could hold on. Then, to my horror, 

| saw him crawling from the window in an effort 

to get to me. We were just broaching the top of the 
ride as Jan crawled menacingly down the 

structure toward me, a table knife clutched 
between his teeth. 
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I'd injured myself in the fall. | wasn’t sure if 

| could get away from him even though it was 

just a matter of holding on until we reached 
ground level. I’d not fallen far before I’d grabbed 
hold of the beam so it would not take long before 


Jan reached me. | was lying across two beams, 


they were supporting my weight, but | knew | 

had to try to make the security of another cabin. 

| inched my way as best | could. | thought my 

leg was broken, my body screaming with every 
move. 

| saw Jan in my peripheral vision gaining 

ground and tried to increase my speed but my 
body objected. | heard voices of encouragement 
above me and chanced a look. | was horrified to 
witness Danny making the same descent as Jan. 

| didn’t want anyone risking their life for me. | 
screamed at him to go back, that everything would 
be all right. He took no notice. 

Because my concern for Danny had distracted 
me, Jan had managed to crawl his way to the 
beam above me. Far more agile than me, he had 
no pain to slow him down, he slipped upright onto 
the beam that supported my prone body. He 
clasped the knife in his hand. 


“It was you all the time,” he spat. “Bastard!” 
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He kicked me, stamped on my back in an effort 

to force my body between the beams so | would 
fall to my death. He kicked my legs and | felt them 
fall free, swinging precariously. He slammed his 
foot into my side, pushing me harder and harder 
until my weight pulled me down. My fingers found 
enough support that | managed to hang on, 
although it was precarious. 

Jan kneeled down and hissed in my face. “You 
think you own the world. Snap your fingers and 
everything is yours by right of your looks and your 
body. Well, fuck you! Marsala is mine!” 

He drove the knife, blunt as it was, into my 

hand. Then, one by one, he began to peel the 
fingers of my other hand from their grip. | 
struggled to retain my balance, begging for him to 
stop, pleading that he was letting himself down, 


and even worse that he was letting down Marsala. 


He was not listening. | wondered whether praying 
might be a good idea at this time as he began to 
peel away my thumb. | closed my eyes, hoping it 
would be over quickly. A scream. But it wasn’t 
mine. 

| had strong hands hoisting me back up to the 
perch where | had been comparatively safe. | 
collapsed against Danny. Fuck the tears. | let 
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them flow, soaking his shirt. | was just so grateful 
to still be alive. 

Down below, Jan’s broken, twisted body lay 
lifeless on the concrete. 

| heard a siren off in the distance and 

wondered if it were for me. 
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Fifth Course: 

DESSERTS 

LONDON 


Bread and Butter Pudding 

(serves 4) 

INGREDIENTS: 

8 slices of white bread 

2 cups of dried fruit (currants, sultanas, raisins, 
mixed peel, berries to taste) 

2-3 tablespoons of caster sugar (a little more if you 
like your puddings very sweet) 

3 eggs 

300-350 ml milk or half milk, half double cream 
butter 

PREPARATION: 

Grease a large flat baking dish, about 4cm/1% inches 
deep. Butter the 8 medium to thick slices of bread 
then cut into triangles, leaving the crusts on. Arrange 
half the bread in the greased baking dish, then 
sprinkle a tablespoon of sugar and half the dried fruit 
on top. Cover with the second layer of bread and 
repeat with the sugar and dried fruit. 


Beat three whole eggs with about 300-350mI of 


milk or half milk, half cream. Pour the mixture over 
the bread and leave to soak for 10-20 minutes. Bake 
in a preheated oven at 180°C / 350°F for 20-30 
minutes, until puffed up and golden. 

Sprinkle with a little cinnamon or nutmeg and the last 
of the sugar. For an extra crispy top, place briefly 
under a hot grill to caramelise the sugar. 

Serve with custard, cream or vanilla ice cream. 
PARIS 

Rice Creme Brûlée 

(serves 6) 

INGREDIENTS: 

4 cups heavy cream 

1/3 cup sugar 

9 egg yolks 

¥ teaspoon ground cinnamon 

1¥2 cups cooked medium-grain rice 

6 tablespoons raisins 

1¥2 teaspoons cocoa powder 


1¥2 teaspoons confections sugar 


PREPARATION: 

Heat cream and sugar in saucepan over medium heat 
to near boiling. Beat egg yolks before gradually mixing 
hot cream mixture into eggs and return to saucepan. 
Cook over medium heat, stirring constantly until 
custard thickens, 3 to 4 minutes. Stir in cinnamon 
and vanilla. 

Place ¥% cup rice and 1 tablespoon raisins into each 
custard cup. Pour 3⁄4 cup custard over rice and raisins 
then mix. Place cups in baking pan and surround 

with hot water. 

Bake at 150°C /300°F for 35 to 45 minutes or until 
centre is set. Cool, cover and refrigerate. 

Sift cocoa and sugar together. Just before serving sift 
cocoa mixture over each custard. 

BRUSSELS 

Gaufres de Liege 

(makes 12 waffles) 

INGREDIENTS: 

6 tablespoons warm milk (below 45°C /110°F) 


¥, teaspoon granulated sugar 

2 teaspoons instant yeast 

1¥ cups (230 grams) bread flour, sifted 

1 teaspoons cinnamon 

2 teaspoons vanilla extract 

2 teaspoons Salt 

1 medium egg 

1 egg yolk 

1⁄2 cup unsalted butter, at slightly cooler than room 
temperature 

140 grams demerara sugar (turbinado sugar) 
Cooking spray 

PREPARATION: 

Dissolve the sugar in the warm milk; then add the 
yeast. If the milk is too hot it will kill the yeast. Place 
a plate or a cover on top of the bowl with the milk, 
Sugar and yeast. Set aside for about five minutes. The 
yeast should be light brown and spongy. 

Mix the sifted bread flour with the cinnamon, vanilla 


extract, and salt in the bowl. Pour in the yeast 


mixture; then add the whole egg and egg yolk. Mix on 
medium speed until it is fully combined. The dough 
will be yellow and stiff, yielding only slightly to your 
finger. Cover the mixing bowl with plastic wrap and let 
the dough rest in a warm place for about thirty 
minutes. 

Beat in the butter piece by piece, the mixer on 
medium-high speed until the dough is smooth and 
elastic. Quickly knead in the sugar crystals gently. 
Divide the dough into a dozen equal pieces, gently 
forming them into balls. Place the balls of dough ona 
cutting board in a warmish place for fifteen minutes 
or so. During the last two minutes of this resting time, 
preheat your waffle iron until it is very warm, but not 
hot. 

Spray the griddles with cooking oil. Place each ball of 
dough in a whole square or section of the waffle iron. 
Like regular waffle batter, the dough will start to puff 
up. Cook the waffles until the surface is golden to dark 


brown. Be sure that the waffle iron you are using is 


appropriately deep, or else the interior of the waffle 
will not be cooked through. Set the waffles ona 
cooling rack as they come out of the iron to promote a 
crispy exterior. Serve immediately with a sprinkling of 
powdered sugar. 

PRAGUE 

Kolaches 

INGREDIENTS: 

y2 cup water 

1¥% cups milk, scalded 

2 packets yeast 

y2 Cup sugar 

y2 cup butter 

2 teaspoons Salt 

4 egg yolks, beaten 

5 cups flour 

1 package prunes 

Sugar 

cinnamon 


PREPARATION: 


Cook prunes in water until soft, then beat until well 
mashed. Add sugar and cinnamon to taste. Set aside 
and allow to cool. 

Add yeast to % cup warm water with 1 tsp sugar. 
Scald 1% cups milk and pour into a large bowl adding 
1⁄2 Cup sugar, % cup butter, and 2 tsp salt, beat in 2 
cups flour. Add beaten egg yolks and remaining 3 
cups flour. Knead on a flat surface. Place in a large 
greased, allow to rise until doubled in size. 

Make into large walnut-size balls and place on 
greased biscuit sheet. Make a well in top surface of the 
balls with your finger dipped in melted butter. Fill 

with prune mixture and let set for approx 10 minutes 
before baking in oven at 190°C / 375°F for approx 15 
minutes. Remove from oven and brush bread surface 
with more butter. Sprinkle top with coconut (optional). 
VIENNA 

Mozart Cake 

4 large eggs, separated 


12 Cup granulated sugar 


3⁄4 Cup + 1 tablespoon flour 
12 cup + 1 tablespoon cornstarch 


12 teaspoon baking powder 


Chocolate ganache filling 


2 cups heavy cream, divided 

1⁄4 cups (225g/80z) good quality milk chocolate chips 
1 (4 ounces) good quality semi-sweet chocolate bar, 
grated, divided use 

2 tablespoons unsalted pistachios, finely chopped 
200g/70z marzipan paste or almond paste 

green food coloring (optional) 

1 tablespoon unsalted pistachios, finely chopped 

3⁄4 Cup heavy cream 

lpacket vanilla sugar (approximately 3⁄4 tablespoon) 
powdered sugar, to taste if needed 

PREPARATION: 

Beat egg whites until stiff but not dry, adding 
granulated sugar. Mix in the egg yolks one at a time, 
just enough to combine. Sift together flour, baking 
powder, and cornstarch; gradually and gently fold into 


the egg mixture to combine - don’t over mix. 


Line a large nonstick spring-form pan with parchment 
paper and fill with the batter. Bake in a preheated 
oven at 175°C / 350°F for 30 minutes - it will only rise 
part way. 

Allow to cool completely. 

Meanwhile, heat 12 cup of the cream in a small pan 
over medium-low heat, then stir in the milk chocolate 
until it melts and is smooth. Remove pan from heat 
and let cool for 1 hour at room temperature. Finely 
grate the bittersweet chocolate using a microplane 
grater and divide into two portions. Beat 1% cups of 
the cream until stiff peaks form. Stir chopped nuts 
and half (one portion) of the grated chocolate gently 
into the cooled melted chocolate mixture. Gently fold 
together the whipped cream and the cooled melted 
chocolate mixture until just combined. 

Remove ring from spring-form pan and carefully slice 
the cake into three even (very thin) layers using a large 
serrated knife. Place one cake layer on a large plate, 


spread with 2/3 of the chocolate ganache, then top with 


another cake layer, another layer of 1/3 of the ganache, 
followed by another cake layer. Spread the remaining 
chocolate ganache mixture all over the top and sides 
of the cake. Chill for 2 hours. 

Knead the marzipan(with enough powdered sugar to 
make it sweet if unsweetened) until well blended. 
Place marzipan between two sheets of wax paper and 
roll out into very flat circle, about the size of your 
spring-form pan. Set a plate on top of the marzipan 
and use the plate as a guide to cut out a perfect circle; 
then cut circle into 16 triangles. Place the marzipan 
triangles in a spiral around the top of the chilled cake, 
pressing down slightly so they stick - there should be 
very narrow gaps between each triangle. Coat the 
sides of the cake with some the remaining grated 
chocolate. 

Beat the remaining 3⁄4 cups of cream with the vanilla 
Sugar to taste until stiff peaks form. Shortly before 
serving, garnish cake with swirls of the whipped 


vanilla cream, the remaining chopped nuts, and 


sprinkle any remaining grated chocolate on top. 
VEGAN 

Vegan Vanilla Pineapple Cake/ With Toasted 

Coconut Frosting 

INGREDIENTS: 

3 cups almond milk (can substitute with soy or rice 
milk) 

3⁄4 Cup non-hydrogenated vegan margarine, softened 
2 tsp vanilla 

1⁄2 cups pineapple, chunks 

13⁄4 Cups cane juice crystals (Sugar) 

4¥2 cups white unbleached flour 

1⁄2 tbs baking powder 

1 tsp salt 

PREPARATION: 

Preheat oven to 180°C / 350°F. In a medium mixing 
bowl, combine the cane juice crystals, the unbleached 
flour, the baking powder and the salt. In a second 
bowl add the milk, margarine and vanilla and blend 


until creamy. Add the ingredients of both bowls 


together and mix well. Add the pineapple and stir by 
hand. 

Grease two round 23cm/9" cake pans and pour equal 
amounts of the batter into each. Bake for 30 minutes 
or until an inserted toothpick comes out clean. Let the 
cake cool. 

Remove the first layer from its pan and place it upside 
down (bottom side up) on a dinner plate. Frost the top 
of this layer with the coconut frosting. Carefully 
remove the second layer from the pan and place it 
with the right side up and bottoms touching. Frost the 
rest of the cake with a spatula or knife. 

Coconut Frosting 

Ingredients: 

2 cups shredded coconut, toasted 

3 tbs. non-hydrogenated vegan margarine, softened 
12 cup soy or almond milk 

4 cups icing sugar 

1 tsp vanilla 


Place the shredded coconut on a non-stick sheet, and 


bake at 160°C / 325°F for 4-6 minutes or until lightly 
toasted. In a small saucepan heat the margarine on 
low until melted. Combine the icing sugar, milk, 
vanilla and margarine in a bowl and mix by hand with 


a spatula until creamy. Add the coconut and mix well. 
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“Masturbation is like dinner for one, okay on 


those odd occasions you find yourself alone. But 


nothing beats a banquet, a smorgasbord of tastes 
from which to choose a nibble here, a guzzle 
there, until the appetite is sated. Food, like sex, Is 
best shared with a group of like-minded 
individuals.” 

~ The Six-Pack Chef 

Sixth Course: 

Café or Lay 

| was glad to put it all behind me. The trauma, 

the hospital stay, the Agatha Christie-style 
explanations, the enforced gratitude, the enforced 
comforting, the well wishing of friends, the book 
deadline...| just wanted to be left alone. Well, 
maybe not totally. How about a slutty week in an 
idyllic setting as | recuperated from my near death 
experience? 

That wasn’t going to happen either considering 
that too many people had fallen under the spell of 
my recommendation that Slovenia was the new 


Eden. Some of them were even staying at the same 


hotel. Not my doing. But it’s difficult to argue with 
The Gravy Train 

an increasingly hysterical boyfriend who wants 
his mother to tag along. When the fuck did | 
inherit a boyfriend? | don’t remember asking. He 
just moved in, affection and all, even though my 
feelings were never consulted. Sure he gets my 
dick pumping, and my brain whirling, but that 
other part of my anatomy so essential to love 
simply wasn’t buying the relationship as anything 
other than a series of rolling one-night stands. 

So | found myself at Lake Bled, sheltering 

under a rock overhang in picturesque Vintgar 
Gorge, cuddling a sobbing Marsala while an 
afternoon thunderstorm threw lightning and 
sound effects against the canyon wall, startling 
the tourists caught in its downpour, as rocks the 
size of fists rained down around us. 

“It is him, | tell you,” Marsala was wailing. 


“He’s trying to kill us.” 


Time to back up because you’re probably 
thoroughly confused, especially if you bought this 
book for something other than the recipes. You 
may have bought it for the actual scoop on the 
inside story of what led to a string of bodies 
cursing my brief journey across parts of Europe 
on my Gravy Train tour. Or you may have just 
indulged in a little bit of impulse buying because 
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of the gorgeous photo of me on the front cover. 
Any which way, it doesn’t really matter, because 

| left me, in the last chapter, perched precariously 
on the struts of the famed Vienna Ferris Wheel 
after Jan Flotz, the Dutch Oven chef, had 
attempted to kill me. One of many who had tried 
it on my tour, it seems. 

| had been saved by my loyal, but heterosexual, 
assistant, Danny. | had wanted to thank him with 


an all-expense paid holiday, accompanying 


Marsala and myself on our honeymoon. My use of 
the word is sarcastic. My wanting to thank Danny 
was not. Besides, he was the only person who had 
ever managed to organise the logjam that is my 
wonderful, but messy, life. No Danny, much to my 
disappointment, although my agent, Delphine, was 
staying in a chalet on the beautiful lake, and 
Marsala’s mum, Strawberry, plus Ben and his 
bride-to-be, Harriet, all suddenly decided that they 
loved my advice, something they’d never had any 
regard for previously. They wanted to seek out the 
area’s famed indigenous kremna rezina: not some 
furry underwater mammal from the pristine lake, 
or even a local wise man from the tiny church 
situated almost too perfectly on the island in the 
middle of the waterway. 
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The kremna rezina is a pastry; but we’ll get to 


that shortly. | need to backtrack now to fill you in 


on what happened after my Viennese near-death 
experience, as opposed to the one in the London 
to Paris train, on the Eiffel Tower, in Brussels, 

well, you get the picture. | was hoping Slovenia 
would prove the exception rather than the rule. 

It was said Agatha Christie stayed not far from 
here on one of her writing retreats. | hoped | was 
not destined to end up like one of her disposable 
characters, dead as the proverbial door nail. 

In the previous chapter, | left me dangling, as 

well as you dear readers, the climax over with 
Jan’s Alfred Hitchcock-like finish, and with the 

need to colour in the dénouement. Okay, there are 
a few more climaxes to come but they’re of a sexual 
variety, something you’ve come to expect from my 
recipe books. In fact, | was about to indulge in one 
at this very moment in Vintgar Gorge ona 
thunderous afternoon, the rain pelting against the 
wooden walkway as Marsala and | sheltered 


against the downpour and he became more and 


more hysterical, believing Danny was pushing 
boulders from the top of the ravine in an attempt 
to kill one or both of us, though he never explained 
why. Or else he believed we would be swept to our 
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deaths by the Radovna River which ran through 
the gorge, a trickle when we first arrived, now 
building ominously toward a raging torrent. 

A few people had run past in an effort to 

escape the rain but most had decided to wait it 
out. They were dotted under over-hanging rocks 
all along the boardwalk that meandered beneath 
the cliff face for the gorge’s 1600-metre length 
before coming to an abrupt halt at the Sum 
waterfall, the highest river fall in the country. We 
could just make out a few of them huddled on the 
other side of the stream, blurred by the rain. We 
could not see any of those who were ahead of us 


as we were under a rock shelf just as the 


boardwalk turned at an angle that blocked our 
view. We could see behind but not ahead. This 
made it more dangerous for what | had in mind. 
That ‘what’ was something to keep Marsala’s 
hysteria from climbing to stratospheric heights. 
He was trembling with fear, almost screaming. 
There was only one solution. A pacifier. And | had 
just the thing. Taking one last look around | forced 
Marsala to sit against the back of the rock at just 
the right height, then unzipped. As he went to 
protest, | slammed my cock, almost rigid from the 
thought of what | was about to do, into his mouth. 
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| hate to admit that it was the risk of what we were 
doing that made me hard rather than Marsala’s 
superior oral skills of which I’d had plenty of 
experience in the few days we’d been here. 

He coughed, he spluttered, he attempted to 


push me away, but | held my ground and soon 


enough he relaxed, the tension draining from his 
body, his terror of the thunderstorm, the rising 
river, the falling rocks, the phantom Danny’s 
attempts to kill him, forgotten. Marsala gave good 
head, I just wished he would be a little more 
amenable to spontaneity. Now, that he had me to 
himself, he seemed less inclined to indulge my 
whimsical fancies, such as a quick shag in public, 
or a tumble in the shower. He liked the leisurely 
lovemaking available only in the privacy of our 
bedroom. That’s fine - as far as it goes - but I do 
like a bit of variety. And not just in my love life. 
Just ask Danny. 

Why was | thinking of Danny, especially when 
Marsala was giving me a damn good blow job? 
Perhaps I need to go back and explain. 

The siren I'd heard off in the distance in 

Vienna was, in the end, for me. And for Jan. 

I’m afraid | froze on the giant structure, unable 


to move either up or down. The wheel turned and 
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our dinner cabin spilled out its dazed passengers 
at ground level. How | wished | was one of them. 
| could hear Delphine remonstrating with Ben, 
loud enough to carry to where | was shivering 
against the beams but not enough that | could 
make out the words. Marsala was wailing loudly 
enough to wake the dead but it seemed more 
theatrical from where we were perched, than 
genuine. 

“He’s such a drama queen,” Danny laughed. 
“But cute to go with it.” 

My teeth were chattering, not because | was 
particularly cold, but because | was going into 
shock. 

“Well, boss, | guess this is goodbye,” he said, 
reaching for me. 

| panicked. Did he intend pushing me to my 


death? 


“Once | get you back down on the ground,” he 
added, as he held me tightly, attempting to calm 
me down. 

| was incredibly grateful to him but all my 

mouth managed was, “You saved my life.” 

His sense of humour did not desert him. “Isn’t 
that what you pay me for?” He slapped the palm 
his hand against his forehead. “D’oh. Don’t tell me 
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it’s not in my job description. You mean | risked 
my life for nothing?” 

“Just my eternal gratitude.” 

This time there was a tinge of bitterness. 
“Gratitude don’t pay the bills, boss. And sure 
doesn’t get me employment.” 

| knew where this was coming from. In a fit of 
pique earlier in the night I’d informed him that | 
was taking Marsala to Lake Bled, one of my 


favourite relaxation destinations, on a sort of 


‘honeymoon’ to fuck the arse off him because he 
knew the value of good employer/employee 
relations. 

“I owe you big time, Danny,” | chattered. 

“Yeah, you do. But as soon as you get down 

from here you’re gonna have one pissy, whiny 
boyfriend to take care of.” 

| sighed. | needed some looking after myself. | 
sank against Danny and felt secure. | heard 
another shriek from Marsala, his voice carrying to 
the heavens demanding | come down immediately 
and look after him. | shuddered and covered my 
ears. Danny snickered. 

“You ever been in love, Danny?” | asked. 

It must have been the shock for | was getting 
sentimental. 
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“Just once,” he said. “But it didn’t work out. 


What about you?” 


“Nah. For ten minutes or an hour. Nothing long- 
term. There was a guy in Prague at Alcatraz. Now, 
he was special. | felt something for him. No, seriously. 
| thought about it afterwards. It was special.” 
Danny smiled indulgently. “I think that’s 

called lust. You’ve got no room for love in your life 
while you love yourself so much. You only think 

of your own pleasure.” 

| ignored his nasty reading of my personality. 

| wasn’t listening any more, | was remembering 
the hooded stranger at Alcatraz. | knew | would 
have to go back there to find my man, even if only 
to experience it one more time. To see if I'd 
imagined the connection. 

“Danny, come back with me to Prague. Book 

us a flight and a hotel and come with me.” 
“Whoa,” he said. “Back up. | don’t work for you 

as of...” he consulted his watch, “Twenty-five 
minutes ago. You get your own tickets, book your 


own hotel. You told me in no uncertain terms what 


you thought of me.” 

| could tell he had a lot more to get off his chest 
but, in obvious consideration for my condition, he 
remained mum. 
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| was about to curse him when | felt strong 

arms grab me and wrench me from Danny’s grip. 
| struggled, shouting obscenities, until | realised 

| was being rescued. A cherry picker had been 
brought in and what looked like a fireman was 
attempting to entice me into the wobbling cage. 
Danny relinquished me, winked brightly, and | felt 
myself being lowered. | know | called out for Danny 
like some lovesick fool as | reached the ground 
and was bundled in a blanket by paramedics, 
Marsala screaming for attention as they slammed 
the door of the vehicle that was taking me away 
from him. 


All | wanted to do was sleep, but | was prodded 


and questioned, examined and interrogated until 
blissful peace descended finally. | was very 
grateful that Marsala’s voice, which could shatter 
glass when he was in full flight, was absent. 

| awoke feeling less shattered, to find Delphine 
seated beside the bed, thumbing through the 
latest European fashion magazines. She didn’t 
speak or read a word of European, except English, 
and 

of 

that 

she 

had 

only 

a 

faltering 

understanding. 

“Where am |?” | asked, my mouth feeling as 

dry as the proverbial nun’s. 


324 


Barry Lowe 

“And good morning to you, too,” Delphine said, 
tearing two pages from the magazine before folding 
them neatly to spirit away in her handbag, 
manufactured from the hides of a tribe of near- 
extinct alligators that had once called the Amazon 
home. 

| was in no mood for nonsense. “Where am I, 
Delphine?” 

“Private clinic. | didn’t think you would want 

the paparazzi buzzing around. You’ve had a nasty 
shock. The police are waiting to question you. | 
didn’t think you were in any mood to speak to 
them last night, so we whisked you away but they 
will be here shortly.” 

She held up the front pages of a number of 
European and English newspapers, most of which 
| could not understand, although | knew enough 
that there would be a vigorous interest in my life 


from this point until the furore died down. | told 


her to put them aside for a later date when | may 
add them to my scrap book. 

“Where’s Danny?” | asked. 

“Sweet boy,” she said, and her eyes glazed 

over. “I don’t know why he bothered to save your 
life after the way you treated him. | would have 
left you to die.” 
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“You did, Delphine, if my memory serves me 
correctly. As did every other person in the cabin 
on the Ferris wheel.” 

“Hold on a moment. That was a new Givenchy 

| was wearing. Plus | had high heels. You can’t 
expect a girl to go clambering all over large 
machinery dressed like that. It’s undignified.” 

| would have laughed except | knew she was 
serious. Not that | would have expected Delphine 
or Harriet to come to my aid. Sexist conditioning 


| suppose. | guess my disappointment was with 


Ben. Delphine must have read my mind. 

“Oh, come on now. You expected Ben to climb 
after you. You treated him like shit, especially in 
London.” 

“He got his revenge,” | huffed. 

“So I’ve been told,” Delphine chuckled. “He was 
up for it but Harriet wasn’t about to let him risk 
his life just for you.” 

| was grumpy. “That sorts my friends out.” 
“Darling, you have no friends,” Delphine said 
brightly, as if the information was nothing new. 
She was right, of course. | had loads of 
acquaintances, loads of hangers on, but nobody 
who really cared one jot. No one who would put 
themselves at risk for me. Except... 
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“Where’s Danny?” | repeated. 

“Gone,” she answered simply. 


“Gone where?” 


Her cavalier attitude was beginning to piss me 
off. 

“Do | look like his keeper?” she said 

impatiently. 

“You were fucking him,” | said. 

“Oh, like you keep tabs on the comings and 
goings of all your one-night stands.” 

Ouch. She was right. 

“Could you ask about for me?” My tone was 
more placatory. 

“He said he was headed back to England on 

the first available plane, so | guess he’s gone by 
now.” 

| groaned. “I fucked up big time, Delphine.” 

She hugged me. “I know, darling. | knew you 
would.” 

| was about to ask her what she meant by that 
when the door to my room opened and Marsala 
threw himself across the room like some lovesick 


maiden from a 19th century romantic melodrama 


and lay sobbing dramatically against my chest. 
Delphine’s eyes shot skyward to let me know what 
she thought of this theatrical display. 
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Fortunately, Strawberry followed behind and 
peeled her son from my body, telling him to cool 
it because we were in public. | gave her a wan but 
appreciative smile. 

“The others will be here shortly,” she said. 

“What others?” | asked, suddenly fearful for 

my sanity. 

“Dupin has asked all of us from the train to 
assemble here in your room. He has some 
important information.” 

There was a hubbub from the corridor outside 
which burst into my sick room as the remainder 
of the chefs plus Ben and Harriet, along with the 
redoubtable Inspecteur Dupin, looking spick and 


comparatively dandruff free, carried chairs into 


my room. 

“I gave him the name of a good shampoo,” 
Rhubarb whispered when she caught me gaping 
at his comparatively flake free shoulders. 

The visitors all crowded around my bed, 

clucking sympathy and offering enough fruit to 
open a greengrocer’s. Only Haggis had had the 
good sense to smuggle in a bottle of fairly good 
bubbly which Delphine immediately confiscated 
to hide under the bed before anyone else caught 
sight of it. 
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“For later,” she mouthed. 

Dupin allowed the commiserations to go on for 

a few moments before clearing his throat. There 
was immediate silence. 

“Mesdames and messieurs, mademoiselles,” 

he began. “I’ve asked you all here to tie up a few 


loose ends. First, though, news of l'inspecteur 


Barzun.” 

There was a buzz of excitement thinking he 

may have recovered but Dupin’s demeanour soon 
put paid to that. 

“The news is that there is no news about 
l'inspecteur. His condition has not changed. 
D’accord, his condition has not worsened. For that 
we must be grateful.” 

“What about that bloody doctor?” Cwm helped 
herself to a biscuit that had been left with my 
morning tea. 

“His condition also has not changed. But, that 

is of no concern to us here.” He took up a position 
that would have done Inspector Japp proud. “You 
have all been under a great deal of strain these 
past two weeks but it is all over. Through the 
superior intelligence of the French National Police, 
we have been able to satisfy the investigating 
magistrate of the events. If | may be allowed to go 
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through them in chronological order, you will see 
how effectively we have pieced together the jigsaw 
puzzle.” 

We all murmured our assent because | could 

no longer conceive of how the pieces even remotely 
fitted together. 

Dupin was in his element. “First, we began by 
thinking 

all 

the 

crimes 

were 

connected. 

Impossible. Of course. When there seemed to be 
no possible connection between the first and the 
second murders we began to approach the 
investigation from a different angle. What if they 
were merely tragic accidents?” 


| was about to interrupt but Dupin raised his 


hand. 

“Let me finish. I’m sure I will answer any 
questions you may have when | explain how it all 
came about. First, the gentleman, Rex, who died 
in the toilet on the train as it passed through the 
tunnel under the sea between England and France. 
We thought at first it was murder. But no one had 
a motive and it would have been impossible for 
anyone to have killed him and remove the murder 
weapon. We have eye witnesses.” 

Dupin looked around the room. “Where is the 
assistant, Danny?” 

330 

Barry Lowe 

“I knocked on his door and told him to hurry, 

that we were running late,” Corinda said as she 
clacked away with her knitting needles. 

Dupin cursed. He pressed a few buttons on 

his mobile phone and barked orders at what was 


obviously a subordinate at the other end. The gist 


of it was that Danny’s presence was required here 
immediately. 

“We will not wait for Danny, but | have 

instructed my men to bring him here vite. Where 
was |?” 

“The gent in the toilet,” | prompted. 

“Oul. Once we have ruled out a motive for 

murder it became obvious that he had hit his head 
heavily when the train jolted and had died as a 
result of his injuries. He was thrown back against 
you, M. Reznor, knocking you against the carriage 
and you fell unconscious. An unfortunate accident. 
“In Paris, your luck did not improve and a 

young waiter with whom you had just completed 
relations in Le Jules Verne pissoir is found dead 

on the floor of the restaurant. Again, there were 
no suspects. No motives. Pretty soon we discovered 
he was poisoned by the rusty pin on a badge worn 
by a group of tourists at the restaurant. It 


appeared suspicious at first but it proved otherwise. 


331 

The Gravy Train 

“However, our next death was indeed a 

murder. A most vicious crime. Fortunately, the 
perpetrator is in custody awaiting questioning. 
The doctor, as you may recall, admitted speaking 
to your photographer, Peter, who foolishly 
revealed that he had stumbled across some 
incriminating evidence and was keen to pass it 

on to you, M. Reznor. The doctor followed him 
through the streets until he found himself alone 
with his victim. He callously slit his throat and 
pushed him into the font at the base of that statue 
Belgique. 

“What Peter had discovered in the snapshots 

he had taken aboard the train was that the doctor 
and Rex were travelling together, obviously lovers, 
as evidenced by their rather intimate body posture 
in the photographs. The English police confirmed 


there was a plot against you, M. Reznor and it was 


just pure chance that Rex, who intended killing 
you in the toilet on the train was, himself, killed 
first by accident. 

“The doctor feared that we would soon discover 
the stupidity of the lie that he was on the train 
with his wife. Pah! His wife. Did he take us for 
fools? So much pretence. He heard Inspecteur 
Barzun telling M. Reznor that he would meet him 
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at a bar under the guise of questioning him but, 
in fact, to warn him to be careful of the doctor 
whose plan was to murder you before the end of 
the trip.” 

| wondered whether Dupin actually believed 

this lie about Barzun and our planned meeting at 
the A/catraz. Barzun had no need to meet me at 
a gay leather bar to warn me. He could have come 
to my hotel room. Unless he suspected other 


members of our party. 


“The doctor followed Barzun and lured him 
downstairs at the bar where there were certain, 
uh, heavy objects with which he attacked 
l'inspecteur. Only the fast thinking of the person 
who found the unconscious body, and the 
management of the bar, prevented the doctor from 
escaping and he was apprehended.” 

| looked around the room; they were all buying 
this explanation. Of course it made sense, but | 
wished Danny were here to point out the 
inconsistencies. Where was he? 

“That brings us to M. Jan Flotz, the 

unfortunate Dutchman. That was a case of the 
crime passionel. M. Flotz believed, rightly or 
wrongly, that M. Reznor was having an affair with 
his lover, M. Daiquiri, and in a fit of passion 
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intended to do away with his competition. He 


would have made it look like an accident or point 


the finger elsewhere but events on the night boiled 
over and he lost control. We all know how that 
unhappy situation ended.” 

Dupin’s phone broke the self-satisfied grin on 
the cop’s face. He excused himself, speaking 
animatedly into the phone. His face was clouded 
when he disconnected. 

“M. Reznor, have you seen Danny since he 
rescued you at Riesenrad last night?” 

“No, inspector, | saw no one from the train 

after | was taken away, not until | awoke this 
morning to find Delphine sitting beside the bed. 
Has something happened to him?” 

“He has disappeared. All his clothes, his 
Suitcase, it is all missing from your hotel room.” 

| looked at Delphine whose scorching look 
warned me not to involve her or she would carve 
me up and feed me to the fishes. 

“He was probably keen to get back home, like 


we all are,” Rhubarb opined. 


“Or maybe he’s just run away, too scared to 

face the consequences.” Marsala’s voice was 
dripping with venom. 

| was puzzled. “Why would he run away?” 
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Marsala was about to speak but a look from 

Dupin stopped him. 

“M. Daiquiri has accused your assistant of 
deliberately pushing Jan Flotz from the struts of 
the giant wheel, in effect, causing him to fall to his 
death,” Dupin revealed. 

Strawberry turned on her son. “This is a 
joke?” 

“No, I’m deadly serious.” Marsala pouted. “| 
Saw it from the cabin.” 

“I think you must be mistaken, Marsala,” | 
said gently. 

He replied quite calmly. “I know what | saw.” 


“And what did you see, M. Reznor?” 


“Nothing, I’m afraid. All | remember is Jan 
attempting to prise my fingers off the girder to kill 
me and the next thing | was being hoisted up by 
Danny.” 

“What does it matter whether Danny pushed 

the bastard or not, he was trying to kill Kaden for 
god’s sake? The lad was only doing what was 
necessary to stop him,” Haggis blustered. 

“That’s beside the point,” Marsala said. 

| wondered whether guilt at his infidelity had 
been responsible for Marsala’s accusation because 
| could scarcely believe what | was hearing. Even 
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if Danny had pushed Jan, it must have been with 
good reason. 

“We merely wish to question him about the 
incident. Then we will decide if charges are to be 
laid,” Dupin said. 


“That’s all | ask,” Marsala said seriously. 


There were ominous mutterings in the room. 

“If any of you run into Danny, tell him it would 

be to his benefit to contact me. Otherwise his 
behaviour looks suspicious.” Dupin handed 
around cards to each of us. 

Haggis snorted. “If he’s got any sense he’s out 
of the country by now.” 

Dupin took his leave after wishing me a speedy 
recovery and Ben followed him outside. | could 
hear their voices and | saw Harriet trying to listen 
to their conversation. There was much hearty well 
wishing as, one by one, most of my visitors 
wandered away, promising faithfully to keep in 
touch though we all knew it was well meant but 
unlikely to happen. We would meet soon enough 
in a TV studio or on a book tour. It was a small 
world. 

| stayed at the clinic another night before 
returning to the hotel to pack. | was glad to leave 


hospital this time because Marsala had made it 
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his duty to sit beside my bed and batter my poor 
eardrums into submission informing me of his 
plans for our future. | was too exhausted to argue 
and allowed him to rabbit on arranging my life 
from now until the grave. It was a horrifying 
glimpse of what my life would be with Marsala. 
Even his mum, Strawberry, who dropped in 

for a visit, sensed he was going way overboard in 
his plans and gently chided him for it. | thought 
he was going to bite her head off when he 
retaliated to her gentle suggestion. He apologised, 
| think we’d all been on edge, and that’s when he 
invited her along on our ‘honeymoon.’ It was his 
word. | made it palatable to myself by adding the 
word ‘sluts’ to it. 

Strawberry would not be staying in the same 
hotel chalet complex as us, but she would be 


nearby. Delphine told me she was also planning 


on stopping over at Bled on her way back to 
London. Then, to my chagrin, | learned Ben and 
Harriet were considering a short stay, Harriet 
adding, “I wonder why they named a town and 
lake after the past participle of a verb.” 

In the end, | was extremely grateful everyone 
turned up at Bled forcing Marsala and | out into 
the town for tourist activities. I’d tried to interest 
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him in Slovenia’s delightful capital, Ljubljana, 
founded supposedly by Jason and the Argonauts, 
where we had consumed ice cream from a nearby 
café while listening to Dixieland jazz from the 
Triple Bridge. We rode the funicular to the castle 
overlooking the city, while Marsala kept up a 
running commentary about how bored he was and 
how he was looking forward to getting me alone 
at the hotel each night. 


Jan had obviously capitulated to his every 


whim because after the third or fourth day, he 
began comparing me, unfavourably, with his 
former lover. It didn’t help that | had begun taking 
him to fancy restaurants and bars, which | did 
think would entertain him but which eventually 
became a means of postponing our return to the 
hotel where he became equally demanding that | 
satisfy him sexually. Everything was fine as long 
as Marsala was the centre of attention, my 
attention, or was being speared incessantly by my 
prick. 

We discussed briefly my idea of a dual cooking 
and show tunes television program until his 
dictates threatened to sink the enterprise. By the 
time we reached Bled, he was very pleased indeed 
to discover Delphine was staying nearby and | was 
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equally as pleased to offload him to discuss with 


her the finer points of a contract. It didn’t take her 


long to send him back to me with the excuse that 
she was on holidays and the correct protocol was 
to see her at her office when she returned to 
London. Marsala was so incensed he set about 
searching, without discussing it beforehand, for 
a more amenable agent for me. | had to sit him 
down and tell him that any decisions about my 
career were territory he had best avoid in the 
future. He sulked all day. 

In Bled, blessed with the company of Ben and 
Harriet, as well as Delphine and Strawberry, we 
explored the beautiful, pristine waterway, taking 
the tourist train around the six-kilometre edge 
when Marsala refused to walk to the Castle, 
majestically atop the one hundred metre cliff 
overlooking the lake. 

“Not another fucking castle,” Marsala whinged. 

“I think I’m going to gag.” 

“All you need is good throat control,” Harriet 


replied wickedly, to which we all laughed. Even 


Strawberry had a good cackle although she kept 

a firm eye on her son’s reaction as she did so. 

He was a good sport about it and joined in. He 
was much more agreeable for the remainder of the 
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morning. Until he discovered we were going to 
walk to Vintgar Gorge in the afternoon. He insisted 
on taking a taxi. | stood up to him finally, insisting 
that | would walk with our friends but that he was 
welcome to ride in style if he so wished. He did so 
wish and in the end we were grateful he’d told the 
taxi to wait, in view of the afternoon downpour. 
Marsala did love the picture postcard chalet 

in which we were staying, declaring it like 
something out of Hansel and Gretel or Heidi. It 
appealed to the romantic in him; much less so to 
me, particularly after | had bumped my head a 
number of times on the sloping ceiling above our 


bed. 


The sex was less fraught, whether because he 
was more relaxed and secure in my company or 
whether it was because there was no competition 
for my affection, | wasn’t sure. | enjoyed the new, 
less clinging Marsala much better, though | did 
not dare tell him | missed Danny’s vast 
organisational skills. Marsala had none, expecting 
me to organise him as well as myself. 

And that, dear Six-Pack Chef fans, even those 

of you who find me arrogant, overbearing and 
totally unlikeable, hoping l'Il end up dead before 
the end of this book and that it was completed 
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posthumously by a mysterious scribe, is how we 
found ourselves sheltering beneath the overhanging 
rocks at Vintgar Gorge. As Marsala worked his lips 
and tongue dextrously around my cock | thought 
back to his increasing hysteria that he’d seen my 


former assistant around the town, compounding 


his paranoia that somehow Danny was out to get 
him for his accusation about Jan’s death. 

| put it down to unresolved grief and told him 

we would take a cruise as soon as |’d completed 
this book and had signed contracts for my next 
television show. He apologised about being 
unreasonable and agreed his nerves were 
obviously playing tricks on him. 

His reaction to the thunderstorm in the Gorge 

was understandable and even | became concerned 
as the river rose, searching about for escape 
routes if we had to get out quickly. Marsala put 

all his concentration into bringing me off, even 
though | did not feel in the mood for it. As he was 
an expert, | soon forgot even the occasional tourist 
running by to get back to the entrance to the gorge 
when the rain did not look as if it would let up. 

| held off blowing my load until there was a 

break in the clouds and weak sunlight filtered 


down through the gap in the cliffs. While Marsala 
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was sucking like a baby at a teat he was content. 
| patted his head and warned him | was about to 
come. The suction around my prick picked up 
until | could not control myself anymore and | shot 
into the back of his throat. He smacked his lips 
when he had swallowed it all down and cleaned 
up my prick then | tucked it away before tourists 
resumed their sightseeing along the boardwalk. 
He kissed me, the salty taste of my own slime 

on his lips. That pleased him. 

We walked back to the entrance, waiting for 

the others to join us, so we could share the taxi 
back to the town. On our return journey, | invited 
them all to be my guests the next day at the café 
where | had first encountered the heavenly 
kremna rezina, as a farewell treat. Marsala and | 
were leaving the day after and | wanted our final 


hours to be memorable. He understood, making 


no fuss when | suggested a pletna trip to the 
Church of the Assumption on the tiny islet in the 
middle of the lake. Rumour had it that anyone 
who could ring the church bell by pulling on the 
rope would have their wish granted. 

We dropped the others off first, Strawberry 
drawing me aside when | walked her to the door 
of her hotel to thank me for looking after her boy. 
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We both smiled at Marsala waiting impatiently in 
the back seat of the cab. He realised we were 
talking about him and he poked out his tongue in 
good humour. 

That night we abandoned ourselves to our 
lovemaking, Marsala more passionate than he ever 
had been before. 

“You saved my life out there this afternoon,” 

he said by way of explanation. 


“| didn’t do anything,” | replied modestly. 


“I’ve been letting my imagination run away 

with me.” 

“You mean about Danny?” 

“Yes. I’ve been silly.” 

“You know you have nothing to worry about 

in that department,” | said soothingly. “Sure, | 
miss the bugger, but for his organisational skills. 
We never had a relationship like you and | do. We 
never had physical contact. He’s straight.” 
Marsala looked dubious at my admission but 
seemed content that | had made it at all. 

After our sexual marathon, | fell into a deep 

and satisfied sleep. | heard Marsala’s dainty 
snores as | slipped in and out of dreams, waking 
reinvigorated in the early hours of the morning 
when I felt Marsala cold and shivering beside me. 
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He was like ice, his teeth chattering, his body 


Shaking. 


“I must have caught something yesterday in 

the storm,” he said, hugging himself into a foetal 
position to keep warm. 

| brewed a hot coffee in the tiny kitchenette 

that came with the room and his dramatic 
Shivering slowed until it almost completely 
disappeared. 

“I think, perhaps, you should stay in bed this 
morning,” | said, concerned for his wellbeing. 
“Would you like me to call a doctor?” 

“No, l'Il be all right,” he whimpered, covering 
himself with extra blankets. “I’m sorry to spoil 
your day.” 

“You haven't spoiled it, love,” | said. 

“You go and explore your little church and l'II 
warm myself up here. By the time you get back I’Il 
be right as rain for the café at lunch time. | don’t 
want to miss out on that.” 

He snuggled into the warmth of the bed and 


his breathing relaxed. | showered, dressed quickly 


and let myself out of our room quietly. It was early, 
the air autumn chilly. | wished I’d brought warmer 
clothes but | wouldn’t be out for long. Besides, the 
exertion of rowing to the island would make me 
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perspire. | would have to row myself as the pletna 
would not make the journey until the church 
opened around 8am. | was over an hour early, 
lucky to find an old man at the water’s edge, 
readying his boats for the row-it-yourself tourists 
who would begin appearing in a couple of hours 
to beat the crowds. He was cursing and | 
approached warily. 

He snarled at me before his face broke out in 

an infectious grin and he pointed and shouted “TV 
chef. TV chef.” 

| nodded modestly and we conversed in 

fractured English on his part and non-existent 


Slovenian on mine. He apologised for his earlier 


behaviour telling me that someone had cut his 
boats from their moorings and he’d had to retrieve 
them, a time consuming and back breaking 
imposition. He cursed the increasing vandalism, 
not just of uncaring visitors but of native 
Slovenians whose manners seemed to have 
deteriorated in direct proportion to their 
burgeoning wealth. He was an old socialist and 
despaired of the new capitalism, wondering where 
it would lead his beloved country. 

| hired one of his boats for a few hours to 

explore the lake and the tiny island. | would have 
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enjoyed the old man’s company but | knew he could 
not spare the time. Instead, | asked him to jot down 
his name and address, promising to send him a 
copy of my cook book for his wife, whom he said 
watched all my shows religiously. He could hardly 


wait to get home and tell her he had met me. | 


thought if | had time later that | might drop in and 
say hello. It never hurts to treat your fans nicely. 
He pushed me out into the lake and | rowed 

at a steady pace admiring the view, feeling so small 
and insignificant as | gazed up into the early 
morning sky. | had never visited the area 
blanketed with snow and the lake frozen over. | 
made a note to do just that soon. Dawn was 
breaking as | glanced back to shore where | saw 
the old man on the ground with his boats, a figure 
standing near him. Someone else was out early 
and | would soon have company on the island. | 
warmed to the idea as anyone as eager as | was 
must be a true connoisseur. 

| moored the boat at the steps on Blejski otok 

and made my way up to the church entrance. It 
was too much to hope it would be open at this 
early hour. Built in the fifteenth century it was an 
impressive sight, the white stone work of the fifty- 


metre tower thrusting skywards. 
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Climbing the ninety-nine steps from the water 

to the buildings was arduous and | was slightly 
out of breath as | approached the church. | turned 
back to gaze at the Julian Alps and the luscious 
green forests that surrounded me, the tranquillity 
good for my soul after the traumas of the past few 
weeks. I’m not much given to contemplation of the 
navel but the beauty of my surroundings... 

The bell rang rousing me from my 

ruminations. It was too early for any tourist to be 
trying their hand at the lucky bell. | knew it rang 
in the case of calamities but all was peaceful this 
morning. | made my way to the church entrance, 
perhaps someone needed help. | was surprised 
when I tugged at the door and it opened. It was 
dark inside and | entered cautiously. Someone 
may have broken in and was still lurking in the 


shadows. 


As my eyes adjusted to the lack of light | saw 

there was indeed a shape below the hanging rope. 
Then the bell pealed again, jerking the person off 
their feet. 

| ran, faster than | had ever run before in my 

life, as the bell rope lifted again, swinging the body 
hideously into the air, tossing it like a rag doll. | 
prayed that | was not too late. It’s not that | 
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recognised the features on the poor soul whose 
neck was in the tight rope embrace. But | did 
recognise the dress. Hanging by her neck was 
Strawberry Daiquiri. She seemed lifeless but | had 
to do my utmost. | grabbed for the rope and it lifted 
me onto my toes slamming me against her body. 
She was still warm. Hoping that was a good sign, 

| clawed at the cord twisted about her neck, 
choking her. They say you develop superhuman 


powers in a situation like this because | had never 


possessed such power before as | scratched and 
tugged to loosen her from the deathly grip. 

If the ring of the bell was meant to bring luck | 
just hoped it would hold true for Strawberry. It was 
a slow and awkward process so | rejoiced when | 
heard the door to the church squeak open again. 
“Help me,” | called. “Please help me.” 

There was no reply although | heard the slow 
tread of footsteps coming closer. 

“Please help me,” | called again. 

When the voice replied it was like ice through 
my heart. 

“The cunt got what she deserved.” 

| could not afford to be deflected from my task 
and while listening | was still attempting to 
unscramble her from the noose. 
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“| had hoped to avoid this little scene Kaden. 


But | saw you and my so-called mother discussing 


me yesterday outside her hotel. | knew she was 
warning you against me.” 

“She was telling me how good she thought | 
was for you, Marsala.” 

“Bullshit,” he spat. “She doesn’t have a 
maternal bone in her body.” 

“Help me get her down.” 

“Let her hang there. Best Christmas 

decoration I’ve ever seen.” 

| wasn’t about to tell Marsala that there was 

a spark of life left in her. | didn’t know what he 
might attempt. 

“I think you should come down, Kaden. We 
need to talk.” 

“Not until | loosen her.” 

| felt pain shoot through my knee. Looking 
down | saw Marsala had struck me on the leg with 
the butt of a gun. 

“I won’t ask so nicely next time.” 


| struggled with Strawberry as Marsala swung 


the weapon against my kneecap again. Screaming 
with pain | let go of the rope and plummeted the 
short distance to the floor clutching at the body 
dragging it down with me. She slumped on top of 
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me and | pushed her aside hoping Marsala would 
not be tempted to examine her. | stood up, facing 
the man who was my lover. 

“What is going on, Marsala?” 

He levelled the gun at me and | stumbled back 

a pace or two. 

“I’m going to kill you. | was always going to kill 
you. | had hoped we would be alone here and, with 
any luck, | could make it look like a drowning 
accident, or a fall, but the other cunts were always 
around, never giving us a moment’s peace.” 
Thank goodness for that, | thought. /’// never 

bitch about Ben and Harriet ever again. 


“Is this about jealousy, Marsala? Because, if 


it is, ve never given you any reason to be jealous.” 
“Oh, my dear Kaden. You can fuck pigs for all 

| care. Sure, it was pleasurable having your cock 
up my arse, and you are superior in that regard, 
but you’re far from perfect.” 

“| never said | was.” 

“Don’t irritate me, Kaden. | still like you 

enough to make your death swift and painless.” 
“You won't get away with this.” 

Even | flinched at the cliché as | said it. 

“I did expect better lines from you, Kaden. Not 
the same old same old that you hear on every cop 
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show on TV.” He suddenly became more 
businesslike. “You'll see a doorway over on your 
right. | suggest you make your way toward it 
Slowly. In case you have any ideas of escaping | 
suggest you think again. | may be a queen, but | 


will not hesitate to shoot you in the back. And | 


know the relative position of all the vital organs.” 
| did as he suggested, my brain working 
feverishly to come up with an escape plan. As | 
Slowly climbed the stairs, realising my only chance 
of survival was to take him on, whether on the 
Stairs or in the belltower, it mattered little. 

“Just in case you think you can prolong your 

life by getting me to talk once we reach the top, | 
suggest you think again. I’ve seen enough movies 
wherein characters play for time. Your countdown 
begins now, so if you have any curiosity, which 
l'm sure you do, now is the time to ask as | will 
surely kill you as soon as we reach the top of the 
stairs.” 

“Obviously | have to ask why?” 

“Because you are a blight, Kaden. Your 

television program and all programs like it are 
visual and moral pollution. Pornography of the 
worst sort. Gastroporn. You encourage rampant 


consumerism in a world in which people are 
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starving while you encourage others in the most 
revolting profligate behaviour.” 

“That sounds like a pamphlet, Marsala. You 

can do better than that.” 

“Regardless of what it sounds like, it’s true. 

And if | can put a stop to the most popular, the 
most adored, the most arrogant of the bunch, then 
| consider I’m doing the world a favour.” 

“That’s it?” | was gobsmacked that | was going 

to die for such a puerile cause. 

“That and the fact | despise your type.” 

“What type is that?” 

“Smug, self satisfied. Popular. Good looking. 
Promiscuous. You think you’re God’s gift. You 
make me sick. That’s why we planned on killing 
you. Oh, we did toy with the idea of mum, or her 
sister, or one of the others on board the train. But 


they’re minnows alongside you. We could have 


taken you all out. But we settled on you.” 
“We?” 

“My partner and I. We set you up, Kaden. 
That’s what your photographer mate, Peter, 
discovered. That’s why he had to die.” 

“The doctor is your partner?” 

“Oh dear, you really are stupid. The doctor is 
the fall guy. That’s why the police will never 
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suspect me, they ballsed up the investigation right 
from the start.” 

“So my gaydar didn’t fail me. One small 
consolation.” 

Only one other person came to mind if this 
had been a set up: Danny. 

“Danny is your partner?” 

Marsala guffawed. 

“How | wish | could allow you to go to your 


death thinking that. It would be the ultimate irony. 


He’s smarter than the lot of you put together. 
That’s why I had to get rid of him...” 

| gasped loudly enough that he heard me. 

“You know, | could almost have forgiven you. 

| did contemplate settling down with you, hitching 
my star to yours. We would have made a great 
team.” 

“But you have a partner.” 

“Had.” | heard sadness in Marsala’s voice. “You 
killed him.” 

“I’ve never killed anyone.” 

“I don’t know how you did it. You killed the 
only man who ever understood me.” 

“Rex was your partner?” 

“Bingo!” 

“But | didn’t kill him.” 
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“I don’t buy that ridiculous story about him 


bashing his head against the wall. No matter, here 


we are. Now, if you wouldn’t mind stepping over 
to the edge. No don’t look down, you may fall.” He 
laughed loudly at his own joke. 

| was much too close to the precipice. | would 

not survive a fall from this height. | saw a glint far 
away on the lake and dropped to the floor 
instantly. The crack followed the thud and the 
spatter of blood. | closed my eyes not opening 
them until | heard the sound of someone running 
up the steps. Danny’s voice rang in my ears. 
“Buddy! Buddy!” Then | felt his arms around 

me dragging me away from danger. “Hey, boss, 
great view. It’s turned out a nice day after all.” 
I’m not too proud to say | broke down and 

howled like a kid at my sudden good fortune. 

You don’t need any further descriptions of my 
less than manly behaviour. Until you’ve been in a 
similar situation, save your criticism and your 
condemnation. He helped me down the stairs 


slowly and | heard the sounds of activity as we 


approached. 

“Strawberry?” | asked. 

“Touch and go, but thanks to you...” 

At least | did something right. 
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Back at ground level paramedics were 

readying to ferry her back to the town and 
intensive care. Ben strode over, no longer the 
slightly fey man who had so bewitched me. Now 
he was all macho swagger and obviously in 
command. He instructed two cops up the stairs. 
“How is he?” Ben asked Danny. 

“Shaken, but he'll get over it.” 

“Hey, I’m right here. | can speak for myself.” 
“FIL have a few questions for you later,’ he 

said. 

“PIL have a million for you. | have no idea what 
just happened.” 


“Ask Danny. He’s the one who worked it out.” 


“So who the fuck are you? And don’t give me 
that shit about the CEO of the company that ran 
the train tour.” 

“Interpol,” Ben said simply. 

“Can | take him back now?” Danny almost 
begged. 

Ben nodded. 

Danny helped me outside. | couldn’t resist. At 
the door, | called out. “Ben?” He turned. “I still 
don’t fuckin’ believe you.” 

He knew what | was talking about and a wry 
smile played on his lips. 
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Danny helped me down the steps to one of the 
boats moored there, past a cop setting up tape for 
a crime scene. There would be a lot of 
disappointed tourists that day. 

As the launch took us back across the lake, 


Danny grinned. 


“What?” | said. 

“That was the one thing you actually got right.” 
| was puzzled. “What was?” 

Just then another launch passed us and 

Danny waved to the handsome man being 
transported to the church, a high powered rifle by 
his side, obviously the sniper who saved my life. 
| was about to call out my thanks when it died in 
my throat. 

“That’s the guy...” 

| turned to take another look. 

“Yep,” Danny agreed. “He and Ben fucked you 
in Brussels. Then he fucked you again in Prague 
with the guy in the hood.” 

| guess | looked so dazed he took pity on me. 

He laughed, “That’s Harriet.” 

| opened my mouth but couldn’t think of a 
single thing to say. 

“Interpol,” Danny added. 


“How did you know about Harriet?” 
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“I always suspected something strange was 
going on there. Just like you.” Danny explained. 

“I kept coming back to the same proposition so | 
decided to test the theory. Remember the night | 
spilled coffee in her lap? | made sure | had a good 
feel when | was mopping it up and I got a good 
grope of the family jewels. That’s why | gave him 
an alibi when Barzun was questioning him. | knew 
he hadn’t killed Peter because he’d been too busy 
with Ben buggering you.” 

| had to ask. “How do you know who fucked 

me in Brussels and in Prague?” 

“I followed you everywhere. Never let you out 

of my sight.” 

“I never saw you once.” 

“Of course, you didn’t. I’m good at my job.” 

| dared to ask. “Which is?” 


“I’m a private investigator. Hired to keep an 


eye on you.” 

“Who by?” 

“Delphine. She was being pressured by Interpol 
to use you as bait. It never sat easy with her. It 
was her saw the advertisement in the paper that 
Rex had inserted. She sent me off to investigate.” 
“You and Delphine...” 

“Uh huh.” 
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Pity, | thought. He’d saved my life twice now. 

| owed him. 

| sat in silence until we got back to the hotel. 
Danny helped me up to my room; | was still a 

bit wobbly on my feet, whistling when he saw how 
Spacious and luxurious it was. 

“Let me get you the room next door. | could do 
with a friend right now,” | said. 

“What’s wrong with sharing this room, it’s big 


enough for an army?” he laughed. 


“| don’t want to make you uncomfortable,” | 

said honestly. 

“You won't. I’m stronger than you, if you try 
anything. Why don’t I go and get my gear?” 

“So Marsala really did see you around town?” 
“Yeah, | was trying to spook him, let him know 

| was on to him.” 

My head was a bundle of confusion. | was keen 

to ask more questions but right now | needed to 
rest. 

“I’m just going to lie down. Take the key, let 
yourself in.” 

“Thanks, mate,” he said and disappeared out 

the door. 

| don’t think | slept for long but when | awoke 

the room was illuminated only from light reflected 
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from outside. Danny’s bag was beside the bed, his 


clothes scattered over the chairs. | heard the 


shower. | imagined | was in there with him, 
nuzzling his balls with my nose. The image made 
me instantly hard so | shook my head to erase it 
- unsuccessfully. 

| went to the bathroom door and shouted. “You 
want | should order room service or do you want 
to go out to eat?” 

“Room service is fine,” he replied. 

| dialled the operator. As she answered | felt a 
pair of damp arms encircle me. | turned to swat 
him away. | dropped the phone. | swung at him, 
hitting his shoulder harder than I'd intended. 
“You bastard!” | hollered. 

Even under the leather hood | could see Danny 
smile. 

He carried me to the bed, throwing me down 

on the sheets, covering me with his naked body, 
his prick nudging my stomach. 

“There’s a rumour going round that you took 


quite a fancy to the guy in the hood in Prague.” 


“You could say that,” | admitted. 

“Because he took quite a shine to you.” 

Shit, this was so soppy, but | couldn’t help it. 

| pulled his hood off and glued my mouth to his. 
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The competition was on, tongue battling tongue 
for supremacy. | invaded his mouth before being 
pushed out as he entered mine. We kept at it for 
so long my tongue got sore and | panted my truce. 
“I’m a fuckin’ top, you know,” | declared. 

Danny squeezed my arse cheeks. “I haven’t 
seen much evidence of it lately.” 

| smacked his butt. “Bastard!” 

“Anyway,” he crowed. “I’m a top.” 

“And a pretty good one at that,” | conceded. 
“What are we gonna do then?” Danny asked. 
“Um, | have an idea. Why don’t we take it in 
turns?” 


Danny stared into my eyes. “I guess then, that 


would make it your turn.” 

He flopped down on his back, raising his 
muscular legs so that his knees sat on his chest. 
| would have laughed except the sight of his arse 
exposed so vulnerably meant that he wasn’t 
joking. | lowered my face and lapped at his balls 
before following the perineum with my tongue 
until | reached his warm, moist hole. 

“I’ve been wanting this since that first day | 

met you,” he whispered, his voice thick with 
longing. 

“Too proud to beg,” | teased. 
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“Too professional to get involved until the case 
was over.” 

That put me in my place. 

“That, um, shit you talked on the Charles 
Bridge...” 


“That you got so upset over?” 


“Yeah, | might have over-reacted,” | said. 

“What about it?” 

“Was it all bullshit?” 

He sighed. “What do you want me to Say, 
Buddy? l'Il say anything you want to hear as long 
as it'll get that cock of yours in my arse.” 

| left it the question hanging, instead lapping 

at his hole, lubricating it, fucking my tongue 
inside him. He was tight. He nudged me, handing 
me a tube of gel. | squirted it on my fingers and 
pushed against his hole which fought me every 
inch of the way. 

“Relax,” | crooned, pushing my middle finger 
past his sphincter. He gripped my wrist, holding 
me motionless until his pain subsided, then he 
released me. | pushed gently until | felt him relax 
and then introduced a second finger. Within 
minutes he was pushing back against my hand. 
Kneeling between his legs, | lubed my cock and 


poised it near his entrance. 
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“You wanna do it in this position?” | asked. 

“I want to see your face.” 

| pushed gently. | could see tension in his 

body. | pushed and pulled back. | repeated it, 
sinking in a little farther which each thrust. | felt 
the muscle give way and the head of my prick was 
inside him. | remained still. He’d grimaced and | 
waited. He nodded and | continued my in and out, 
he matching his breaths to my rhythm. 

“You're so fuckin’ tight, Danny. | don’t know 

how long | can hold off.” 

“Don’t you even think about coming until I’m 
ready,” he demanded. 

| pushed and must have struck his prostate. 

“Oh, dear mother of god,” he moaned. 

| smiled down at the man impaled on my prick. 
He attempted to look stern. “I don’t let just 


anyone do this, you know.” 


“Yeah, right. When was the last time?” 

“You're the first,” he admitted sheepishly. 

“Shit. No wonder you’re tight.” 

“Fuck me, Buddy. Like you mean it. | want to 

feel it.” 

His wish was my command. He flinched 

initially but once | dug deep into his arse, hitting 
those spots that made him see stars, he wrapped 
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his legs around me. | leaned in to kiss him and he 
allowed my tongue to dominate his. We matched 
each other. | noticed it when he fucked me as the 
hooded man in Prague. Now he was matching me 
again as he went submissive. He made me feel 
things | didn’t want to feel. He made me feel things 
| was afraid of. 

| perspired. | felt his cock pulsing under my 
fingers as he looked me in the eye and admitted, 


“Yeah, | meant those things I said on the bridge.” 


| couldn’t help myself, his admission sucked 

the come out of my balls and | shot inside him. 
His arse muscles gripped my rod as he blew his 
own sticky load all over his chest. | pulled out 
Slowly so he could lower his legs which must 

have been in major cramp by this time. We went 
into a clinch, the warm come squelching between 
our chests and stomachs. He had his arm over 

his eyes as if embarrassed by what he had 
admitted. 

| agonised over my reply before | dared put it 

into words. “I really like you, Danny. | missed 
having you around. | think I’d miss you even more 
now.” 

| didn’t know what else to say and my mouth 
was sort of flapping wordlessly. 
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He put his finger to my lips. “Shh. That’s 


enough for now. We can work on it.” 


We slept only to wake up and fuck. It would 

have become monotonous if we both hadn’t been 
so determined to take turn about. 

The loud knock woke us. | wrapped one of the 
sheets around me and went to answer it. 
Delphine pushed her way in sniffing the air, 
followed by Ben and whoever the hell had been 
playing Harriet. 

“Get up, you two. It smells like a brothel in here.” 
“You'd know,” I said. 

“Good, he’s back to his old self,’ Delphine said 

to Ben. “Sex and sarcasm. A lethal combination.” 
“So who's the daddy in this relationship?” Ben 
was being catty. 

“I was going to ask the same thing about you 
and Harriet there,” | said smugly. 

Harriet’s face turned scarlet. 

“My, Harriet, what a big dick you have,” | 

smiled. 


He raised an eyebrow. “All the better to fuck 


you with.” 

Delphine threw a towel at us. “Get the smell 

of sex off yourselves and get dressed. We'll meet 
you downstairs.” 
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We took longer than we should have because 

we couldn’t leave each other alone in the shower. 
This was nothing like my relationship with 

Marsala. 

Turns out Harriet’s name was Matt and, after 
some initial embarrassment, he turned out to be 

a really cool guy. | could see Ben had the hots for 
him. | knew | wouldn’t mind a repeat performance 
and I’m sure Danny wouldn’t turn him down either. 
| took them to my favourite cafe, Slaščičarna 
Smon, a brown bear licking ice cream on the 
shingle above the entrance. But its claim to fame 
was Spread out for everyone to admire: glass cases 


of the region’s specialty, kremna rezina. 


“It’s just a vanilla slice,” Delphine sniffed as 

she looked at the layer of vanilla custard topped 
by a thick layer of whipped cream, both 
sandwiched between flaky pastry. 

“That’s a bit like saying Harry Potter is just a 
book.” 

We made ourselves comfortable at one of the 
tables and waited for our order. 

“Okay, explain it to me in words of one syllable 
or less.” 

They all knew what | was talking about, and 
allowed Ben to tell the story. 
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“You know now that Matt and | are from 

Interpol. We had inside information about a 
terrorist threat from a loose collective of disparate 
animal liberationists, vegan fundamentalists, and 
gastroporn vigilantes. Our research showed their 


hatred peaked around you, Kaden. 


“Rex and Marsala were the leaders and they 
wanted to draw attention to their cause by killing 
the most culturally visible proponent of everything 
they detested. And that was you. It all went 
horribly wrong when Rex made an attempt and he 
ended up being a victim when the train lurched 
and his head banged against the wall.” 

| glanced quickly at Danny whose look told me 

to keep quiet. 

“Rex was really going to murder me for 
something so trivial?” | asked. 

“He didn’t think it was trivial,” Matt said. “He 

was a fanatic. When he died, Marsala thought you 
had found out about the plot and killed him in 
retaliation. He had a Plan B which he’d already 
put into operation in the event of a problem. Over 
the previous few months he had seduced the poor 
deluded Jan Flotz whose reputation and self 
esteem had plummeted because of his falling 


ratings. When someone as attractive as Marsala 
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showed an interest he couldn’t believe his luck. 
Nor should he have. Marsala had singled him out 
because of the weaknesses in his character, in 
particular his violent jealousy. He thought that by 
dropping enough hints or manoeuvring you into 
enough compromising situations, Jan would do 
his dirty work for him. It almost worked.” 

“In Vienna.” 

“Exactly. He’d planned it so that you would 

both fall to your deaths from the carriage. He 
loosened the lock on the door which is why when 
the two of you fell against it, it opened. Neither of 
you was meant to survive.” 

| was still puzzled. “That doesn’t explain the 
other murders.” 

“The waiter at the Eiffel Tower confused us for 

a while. We didn’t have a handle on that until we 


spoke to Strawberry. We knew that Marsala was 


picked on at school and had to change educational 
facilities a number of times. What we discovered, 
however, was not that Marsala was picked on for 
being gay but because of his obsessive compulsive 
behaviour with other students and members of 
the staff. He would usually set his sights on the 
most popular, the most athletic, the most 
scholastic students and teachers. His crushes 
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bordered on the sociopathic. If any of the men or 
boys who became the focus of his obsession dared 
to show an interest in anyone else, pity help that 
other individual. We went back to examine the 
private schools he attended. There were several 
unexplained accidents during his time there, and 
in other cases, two very mysterious deaths at the 
time listed as tragic accidents but from what we 
know now were probably nasty murders.” 


“What does the waiter have to do with that?” 


Danny broke in here. “Jan and Marsala were 
dining at the restaurant the same day you were. 
Peter was at the restaurant to take a few casual 
shots and got one of you going into the toilet with 
the waiter. Marsala is in the background, his face 
contorted with rage, enough to give you 
nightmares. | found them amongst the photos 
Delphine emailed me. Marsala called the waiter to 
his table and offered him the badge with the 
poisoned pin. When the waiter took it Marsala 
closed his hand around the waiter’s and squeezed, 
forcing the pin to prick the waiter’s skin. Ina 
matter of minutes he was dead.” 

“So Marsala knew Peter was on to him in 

Brussels and cut his throat?” 

“Exactly,” Matt replied. 
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“The doctor had nothing to do with it?” 


“Not a thing.” 


“And Barzun?” 

“That puzzled us for a while, too,” Ben 

admitted. “The bullshit Dupin kept feeding us 
about a secret meeting with a witness. We did a 
background check on the good inspector and found 
he had a predilection for sadism. We knew you had 
been a victim of his appetite because the doctor 
had informed us of what he’d seen through the 
door of the railway compartment when he returned 
unnoticed by either of you and witnessed your 
humiliation. It wasn’t the first time either, was it?” 
“No,” | admitted. 

“Marsala overheard the doctor reporting what 

he’d seen and, for once, thought he was doing a 
good deed. He went to the Alcatraz bar, lured 
Barzun downstairs with the promise of depraved 
acts and then Marsala bludgeoned him, believing 
he had killed him. The doctor had turned up to 
warn Barzun of the danger only to himself fall 


victim to Marsala. Barzun was found in a coma 


and the doctor was so brain damaged he could 
not tell us what had occurred.” 

“But what about all that nonsense with the 
doctor’s wife?” 
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Ben nodded to Danny. 

“Again, not as nonsensical as it sounds. The 
doctor’s wife was with him on the trip. But ina 
manner we hadn’t anticipated. | broke into his 
cabin after his arrest. His wife’s remains were in 
an urn he carried everywhere with him. She had 
always wanted to go on one of these cook’s tours 
and her husband was fulfilling her final wish. 
Afterwards, he was going to have her remains 
interred. It’s quite sad really.” 

| was exhausted. “And Marsala attempted to 
strangle his own mother because he thought she 
was warning me about his obsessive behaviour?” 


Ben nodded. 


“If it hadn’t been for Danny being so 

persuasive, I’m afraid you’d probably have ended 
up at the bottom of the bell tower,” Matt admitted. 
“That’s why we came to Bled to keep an eye on 
you.” 

We were interrupted when our coffees and 

cream slices were brought to the table. 

Delphine smacked her lips. “Oh, yum. These 

are like little pillows of heaven.” 

We ate in silence, each of us left speechless in 
the wake of the exquisite pastry. Delphine bought 
another two to take away. | thought about rubbing 
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one all over Danny’s body in order to lick it off. 

At the end of our supper, Ben wished us a 
goodnight, saying he would pop in to take a 
statement the next day. 

As Danny and I walked along the edge of the 


lake, careful to avoid the belligerent swan that was 


protecting its brood of cygnets, | took his hand. 
He didn’t flinch. 

“So you saved my life three times, Danny? | 

owe you big time.” 

He appeared startled. “Three times?” 

“On the Ferris wheel. In the bell tower. | count 
that because it was you persuaded Interpol my 
life was still in danger.” 

He stopped but did not relinquish my hand 
although his was getting clammy. “And the third?” 
“When you killed Rex in the toilet on the train.” 
He went to object. “You knew who he was and 
what he intended. You were responsible for the 
lights going out. You fused them somehow. It was 
you who whispered outside the door and when | 
opened up you knocked me out and killed Rex 
with a blow to the head. Somehow you persuaded 
Strawberry that you’d been with her the whole 
time. You probably only lost her grasp for a matter 


of moments in the confusion. And you hid the 
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murder weapon in your trousers when you 
discovered the bodies. That makes three times, 
doesn’t it?” 

He looked into my eyes. “What are you going 
to do?” 

| shrugged. “I’m gonna drag you back to our 
room and I’m gonna reward you for each time you 
saved me by insisting you fuck my arse.” 

He let go of my hand and took off in the 
direction of our hotel. 

“Come on, slow poke. I’m not gonna wait all 
night.” 

| ran after him. It was going to be one hell of 
an adventure keeping up with this man. 

The End 
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